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POETS, by abuſing their talent, an 
making the follyes, and ſaygnirgs of lone the 
cuſlomary ſubiect of their baſe endeauours, 
baue ſo diſcredited this faculty, that 4 Poet, a Louer, and a 
Her, are by many reckoned but three wordeof one ſj jentfi- 
cation. But the yanity of men cannot counterpoyſe the au- 
thority of God, who deliyering many parts of Scripture in 
verſe, and by bis Apoſile willing vi 10 exerciſe our deustion 
in Hymne & ſpiritual Sonnets, warranieth the art io be 
good, aud the vſe allowable . And there ſere, not. only a 
meng the Heathen, whoſe Gods were chiefely canonized by 
their Poets, and their Paynim Diuiniiy oracled in yer 1 
but euen in the Ola and new Teſt. ment. it bath been v 
hy menoſgreateſt piety. in matters of moſt deuotion c 
lumſelfeby making a Hymne. the concluſion of bis laſt Sup- 
per, andthe Prologue to the fit Pageant of bis Paſſion , 
gaue bis Spenſe « method to imitate , 45 in the Office of 
the Church it appeareth;and to «ll men a patterne to _ 
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. 1 of this meaſured , and fosted fliles .*.> > 
But che Didfell;as he affefterh Diiy, and ſce befhi 
| baue all the complements of Diuine honour applyed to his 
ſeraice: ſo hath he among the reft, poſſeſſed almoſt al Poet: 
wich bis Wlefancyes. For in litu; of ſolemne and deyout 
matter, towhich in duty they owe their abilityes, they now 
buſy themſcluesinexpreſſing ſuch Paſſidns, as only ſerue for 
teſtimonyes to how vnwortby affections they haue wedded 
their wills. Ind ber auſe the beſt courſe ts let them ſee, fee be 
errour of their workes, is to weaue 4 nem web in 2 
bine loome; 51 ha beere leyd a few tourſt threds: ba- 
bert inuite ſome illſuller wits ro g forwayd: wy 
Ye 'br to begin e peece i wherein t1mayb 
ou wrll verſe andvertue fuire togeuther. Blame me ud 
('nv0d Co choughP?JPhd Jou linie worth preſent;'s in 
i hach the moſt that tan commend it, ii the good will of the 
PYrIter. neither Art nor inuent ion pitting it am credit: If 
Ft wit this be a fault, you cannot be fiultleſſe that did im 
nie me to com mit it: and therforeyou muſt beare part 
ofthe penn ance, ben it ihall plraſcihary cenſur er to in- 
poſt it in the meane tyme, with nim ood whebes1 fend 
eu tbeſe few Dither. Adde ouch tunes, and ent 
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to the Reader. 


D Eare eye tkat doſt peruſe my Mules ſlile 5 


With eaſy cenſure deeme of my delight: 
ziue ſobreſt countnance leaue ſomtyme to ſmile 
And graueſt wits to take a breathing flight; 
Of mirth to make a trade, may be a crime 


But tyred ſpirits for mirth muſt haue a tym. 


The lofty Eagle ſoares not ſtil] aboue, _ 

High flights wil force her fro the wing to ſtoupʒ 
And ſtudious thoghts at tyms me muſt remove, 
Leaſt by exceſle be fore their tymethey groupe. 
In courſer ſtudyes, is a [weet repoſe, © 
With Poets pleaſing veine to temper proſc- 


Prophane conceits and faygning fits I fly, 
Such lawleſſe ſtuffe doth lawlcfle ſpeaches fit: 
With Dauid Verſe to Vertue apply, 

Whos meaſurbeſt with meaſur'd words doth fit: 
It is the ſweeteſt note that man can ſing, © _ 
When grace in vertues key tunes natures firing. 
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THE AVTHOR TO THE 
READER. 


FARE Eye that dayneſt to let fall a lebe, | 
On theſe ſad memorzesof Peters plain: 
Muſe not to ſes ſome mud in cleareſt brooke ,- 

They once were brutle mould that nom are Saiuts . 
Their weaknes is nd warrant to offend, 

Learne by their alu „hat in hyne ne to mend. 


If Equities enen band the balance bell, 

VVhere Peters ſinnes, and our were made the weight: 
Ounce for his dra mme, pound ſor his ounce we yield, 
His ship would groane to feele ſome ſinners * 

So fipe is vice, ſo greene is veriues budd: 

The world 4 waxe in il, but wane in good . 


This makes: my mourning Maſe reſolue i nteares, 

This theames my heauy penxe topline in preſe, 
Cbriſts ctborne is tharp; no bead bis Garland Weares; 
Still fineſt v115, are flilling Venus Roſe. 

In Payyim toes the ſweeteſt veines are ſpent , 

To Chriftian vorbei, ſew haue their talents lent . 


Licence my ſingle penne to ſ reke 4 peers, 

Tou heauenly ſpar kei of wit, thew natiue light : 

Clende not with miſly loue your Orient cleave , 

Swift flights you shoote, learus once to lenell right « 

Favour my with, well-widhing workes us ill, 

I-mouethe Suite, the Graunt reftt Injear vill. 
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SAINT PETERS. 
COMPLAINT, 


1. 


Aunch forth my ſoule inte a maine oftears; 
Lia fraghe with grief, the trafik of thy mind 
Torn ſayles wil ſerue, thoghts rent with guilty 
Giue care the ſtern, vſe ſighs inlieu of w ind( fears 
Remorſe thy Pilot; thy miſdeed thy Card; 
Torment thy have, ſhipwrack thy beſt reward, 


3. 
Shun not the ſhelfe of meſt deſerued ſhame: 
Sticke in the ſands of agonizing dread: 
Content thee to be ſtorms and billowes game: 
Diovurc't from grace thy ſoule to pennace wed 2 
Fly not from forreine euils, fly from thy hart: 
Worſe then the work of euills, is that thou art. 


3. 
Sine vent vnte the yapours of thy breaſt, 
That thicken in the brimmes of eloudy eyes: 
Where ſinne was hate hit, let tear: now waſh the 
Wer life was loſt, recouer life with cryes.(neſt 
Thy treſpaſſe foule, let not thy teares be few: 
Bapt ie thy ſpotted 1 in weeping dew . 
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Fly moutnfull pla ints, the Ecebo s of my ruth; 
Whoſe ſereeches in my frigh tod cõſcience ring: 
d ob out my ſortowes, fruits of myne vytruth ; 
Report the ſmart of ſinnes infernall ſting. 
Tell harts that langꝑuiſtrin the ſorrieſt plight, 
There is on earth a far more ſorry wight, 


*. 


A ſorry wight, the obieck of diſgraee: 

The monument of feare, the mapof ſhame:: 

The mirrour of miſhap, the ſtaine of place: 

The ſcorne of tyme, the infamy of fame: 

An excrement of earth, to heauen hatefull, 

Iniurious to men, to God vngrate full. 
6 


Ambitious heades, dreame you of fortuns pride, 
Fil volumes with your forged Goddeſſeprayle; 
You Fancyes drudges, plung'd in follies tyde, 
Deuote your fabling wits to louers la yes⸗ 
Be you, o ſharpeſt griefs that ener wrungſtung. 

Text to my thoughts, Theame to my playning/ | 


- Fx re tht | 
Sad ſubie&tof my ſinne had ſtor d my mind/ 
With euerlaſting matter of complaint: 
My Threnes and endleſſe Alphabet to find, 

Beyond the pings w hich Iereny doth paint. 
That eyes with errours may iuſt meaſure kerp, 
Moſt tears L Wiſh that haue moſt A ; 
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All weeping eyes reſigne your teares to me: 
A ſca will (cantly rince my ordut d ſoule 
Hoge horrours in high tides muſt drowned be, 
O feuery teaxe my ctime exacteth cole... . 
Thes ſtains are deep, fe drops take out na ſueh: 


Euen ſalue with ſore, and molt is not too much. 


9 - 
] fear'd with life, to die, by death to liuc : 
Ileft my guide. now left, and leauing Gd. 
To breath in bliſſe, I fear d my breath to giue: 
Lfear'd for heauenly raigne, an carthly rod. 
Theſe feares I fear'd , feares feeling no miſhaps: 
O fond, O faint, O falſe, O faulty lapſe! 

10. | 
How can I liue, that thus mylife denid? 
What can l hope, that loſt my hope in feare? 
What truſt to one, that truth it ſelfe dei d? 
What good in him, that did bis God forſweare ! 
O ſinne, of finncs, ofeuils, the very worſt ! 
O matchleſſe wretch ! o catiffe moſt accutſt! 
pet LI» 

Vaincinmy:vaunts, I vow dif frends had faild, -. 
Alone Chriſts hardeſt fortunes to abide :. 
O iant in talke, like dwarfe in triall quaild: » . 
Excell ing none, but in vntruth and pryde. 
Such diſtance is bet weene high words &.deeds9 + 
In proofe the greateſt vauntet ſeldome ſpecds . 
14 A 5 Ak 
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12. 
Ah raſbnes, haftyriſe, to murdering leape, 
Lauifh in yowing, blind in ſceing what: 
Soon ſowing ſhames, that log remoſe muſt reap; 
Nurſing with teares, that oucr-ſighe begat; 
Scout of repentance, barbinger of blame, 
Treaſonte wiſdome, mother of ill name. 


13. 

The borne- blind U , for recciued ſight, 
Faſt in his fayth and loue, to Chriſt remain d, 
He ſtooped to no feare, he feard' ne might, 
No chãg his ehoĩce, no threat his truth diſtaind, 
One wonder wrougbt him in his duty ſure: 
I, aſter thouſands, did my Lord abiure. 

14. 
Could ſeruile feare of rendring natures due, 


Which growth in years was ſhortly like to claĩ- 


So thrall my loue, that I ſhould thus elehue (me, 
A vowed death, and miſſe ſo faite an ayme ? 
D ĩe, die diſloall wretch, thy life deteft: 


For ſauĩng thine, thon haſt forſworne the beſt. 


IF. 
Ah life, ſweet drop. drownd in a ſea of lowers, 
A flying good, poſting to doubtfull end. 
Stil loofing moths & years to gain new houres 1 
Fa ine, time to haue, and ſpare, yet forſt to ſpend * 


Thy growth, deereaſe, a moment all thou baſt: 
That gone, ere knowyne: the reſt, to come, or 7 8 
: ; A 
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ub life, the maze of countleſſe ſtraying wayes, 


Open to erring ſteps, and ſtrow'd with baites, 
To wind weake ſenſes into endleſſe ſtray es, 

A loofe from vertues rough vabcaten ſtraitesz 

A flower, a play, a blaſt, a ſhade, a dreame, 
Aliuing death, a neuer turning ſtreame. 


| 17. 
And could I rate ſo high a life ſo baſe? 
Did feare with loue caſt ſo vncuen account, 
That for this goale I ſhould run Iada- race, 
And Ceiphs rage in cruelty ſurmount? 
Yet they eſteemed thirty pence his price. 
I, worſe the both, for 12 deny d him thrice. 
5 18. 
The mother ſea from ouer- flowing deeps, 
Sends forth her iſſue by deuided veines: 


| Yet back her of- ſpring to their mother creeps, 


To pay their pureſt ſtreams with added gainesz 
But I,that drunke the drops of heauenly flud. 


| Bemyr'dthe giucr, with returning mud. 


19. 
Is this the harueſt of hĩs ſo wing toyle? 

Did chriſt manure thy bart to breed him brĩeri t 
Or doth it need this vnaccuſtom d ſoyle. 

With helliſh dung to fertile heauens defires? 
No, no, the Marle that periurics doth vield, 


May ſpoyle a good, not fat a barraine field. 


Was 


Hal 
£ 
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20. 


Was this for beſt deſerts the dueſt mecd?-. + 
Are hieſt worths well wag d with ſpirefull hirek 
Are ſtouteſt yowesrepeai'd in greateſt necd 25 
Sbould friendſhip at the firit affront retire? 


Bluch crauen Sot, lur ke in eternall night: 


Crouch in the darkeſt caues from loathed Ke. 


21. 
Ah wretch, why was I nam»d Sonne of 4 Doue, 


Whole ſpeaches vayded ſpight, & breathed golf; 


No kin Iam ynto the Birde of laue. 
My Stony Name much better lutes my fall, 


My oathes were ſtones, my cruel tong the ling: | 
My God the mark, at which my (pight did fling, . 


22,, 
Were all the Iewiſh Tyrannies too few , .. 


To glut thy hungry lookes with his diſgrace. 74 
That thou more hate full tyrannies muſt ſhew W: 


And ſpit thy poy ſon in thy Makers face? 
Didft thou to ſpare bis foes put vp thy ſword : 
Tobrandiſhnow-thy _ againſt thy Lord? 


Ah tonge, that didſt his pray ſe & godhead ſoũd: 
How wert thou ſtaind with ſuch deteſting wor- 
That euery word was to his hart a wound, (des: 
And launſt him dee per then atbouſand( words? 
What rage of man, yea what infernal ſprite, 


As W more lot hſõ dregs of ſpit te? | 


Why 


einm  _. 4 24 em va 


irek 


as reſeru'd, both halfes at once to fpill;-**>- 
In, whicher was forgotten Loue exild? ?- 


Ne 3 5 
by did the yielding lea, like marble way; 


| Wi thogh I taught bow ſore mz wesps mar- 
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Fttport a wretch more waucring thẽ the waues? 
Whodoubr did plunge, why did the water flay? _ 
Virkind in kindnes, murthering, while it ſaues. 
O that this tongue had then been fiſhes food: 
AndFdeuonr'd before this cutſing mood. 

wx; 33.5 I 
Their ſurges,depths, and ſeas ynfirme by kind. 
Rough guſts, & diſtance both frõ ſhip & ſhoare, 
Were titles to excuſe my ſtaggering mind, 

. $ro6ur feet might faulter on that liquide floare. 
Bicheere, no feas,no blaſts,Hdhillowes were, 
A puffe of womans wind bre&alt my fare 4 
” . 26. —__ 
O'coward'ttqups,far betterariifd thets harred, "iſ; 
Who agry words, who blowsCcold not prouvke, 


Vet none repaid me with a wotidingſtroke:(ted 
no: that ſtroke, could but one moĩty kill; 


here did the truth of pledged promiſe fleepþ?* 

hat in my thoughts begut this ygly chi 

hat cold throgh rented ſoule thus fiercly creep? 

per, feare their death by Whom thou lineſt, 
All good thyruines wreke, all euils thou giueſt. 

9 8 | Threats 
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Threats threw me not, torments I none aſſaid | 
My fray with ſhades, cõceits did make me yield, 
Wounding my thoughts with feare; ſelfely diſ- | 
I neither teught nor loſt, I gaue the field: (mayd 
Infamous foyle,a Maidens eaſie breath, , E 
Did blow me downe,& blaſt my ſoule to death. 

29. 
Titles I make vntruthes, am I a Rockec? 
That with ſo ſoft a gale was oucrthrowne? 
Am l fit Paſtor for the faithfull flocke, 
To guide their ſoules, that murdered thus mine 
A rocke of tuĩne, not a reſt to ſtay, (ownec? 
A Paſtor,not to feed. but to beiray. 

0. 

Fidelity was flowne, when feare was hatched, 
Incompatible brood in vertues neſt: 5 
Courage can leſſe with co wardize be matched, 
Proweſſe nor louelodg'd in devided breſt: 
O Adams child, caſt by a filly Ene, of 
Heire to thy Fathers foyles,and borne to grieuf, 


1 
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31. 
In Thebors ioyes I cager was to dwell, 


Ancarneft friend while pleaſurs light did thin. 
But when eclipſed glory proſtrate fell, 
Theſe zealous heates to ſleep I did reſigge; 
And now, my mouth hath thrice his name defild 
rhat cry d ſo loud, three dwellings ther to build. 
IG | When 
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2 * : 
Iven Chriſt a the diſtreſſefull howre, 
I Witch his ſureharged breſt did bleſſe the ground, 
, | Proſtrate in pangs, rayning a bleeding ſho wer, 
| | Meglike my ſelie, a drowſy friend he found; 
I Tbrice in bis eare, ſleep cloſd my careleſſe eye, 
, | Preſage, how him my tongue ſhold thrice deny. 


33. 
Parting from Cbriſt. my tainting force declin'd, 
With lingr ing foot, I followed him alodfe, 
Ba ſe feare out of my hart his loue vnſhrin d, 
Hugh in high wordes, but inpotent in proofe; 
My veuntsdid ſeeme hatcht vnder Sãpſenlocks, 
Yee womans words did giue memurdring kno. 
34 + (ckes , 
So fare luke · warme deſires in crazy loue, : 
Far off in need with feeble foot they trainez 
| Intyds they ſwia, low ebs they ſcorne to proue 
| They ſeek their friends delights, but ſhun their 
Hire ofa hircling mind is earned ſhame: (paine. 
„Take now thy due, beare thy begotten blame. 


Ak, eoole W ee fener, 

Pyning of louc, conſumption eke of grace: 

Old in the cradle, languordying euer, 

Soules wilfull famaine, ſinnes ſoft ſtesling pace, 

The vndermining euil of zealous thought, 

deeming to bring no harme, till all be brought. 
| Oper: 
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O Portreſſe of the ddors of of my diſgrace ; © "17 
Whos tongue vnlocktithe truth of vowed mind, 
W.nos words frõ cowards hart did couragechaſe 
Andd let in death · full fearcs my ſoule to biind; 

Q ha⸗ſt thou beene che portreſſe to my tombe: 
When thou wert pbrtxeſſe to that curled roeme: 


7 
Tec lohe was ace r loath to die. 
Stay, daun ger, life did counterpleag theircauſtts 
I fayouring ſtay end life bad daunger fly: 8 
But daunger dich erer againſt theſe — 1 
Vet ſtay; and liub i would, and daunger ſhunne: 
And laſt: my ſelfe; V hile I my veꝛdict wonne. 


I fta FER dikdmy Gupta furriroſt part: 
I liy&;butſo, rhartauing life; Hoſtit - 1 
 Daunger I ſhun d. but to forer hare: 1 
Igesyned nought/byr deeper: dowagerroſt it. 
What daunger q iſtanted death isworle the tb; 
Thatruns fro God &fpoites hivſouk of blifles 
O Iobgimy beide herb, earthly Hell; ' 4 
Too well acqua in ted in ſo ills Court, 
| Where rayting moths with blaſphemies did 
; With raynted breath infecting all reſort. (f well, 

| Why &idft: tho lead me to thi hell of cuils? 


I ſhow wy nnn 1 25 F 
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Euill preſident, the tyde chat wafts to vice, 


Dumme Oratour, that woes with filentdecdsy 


Writing in workes leſſons of ill aduiſe, 


The doing tale that eye in pract iſe reedes. 
Taſter of is yes, to vnacquainted hunger: 
With leauen of the old, ſeaſoning the yonger 7 


41. 
It ſeemes no fault to do that all haue done: 
The number of offenders hides the ſinne: ( run, 
Coach drawne with many horſę, doth cafily 
Soone follo wet one where multitudes begins 
O, had l in that Court much ſtronger byn, 
Or not ſo ſtrong, as firſt to enter in. 

2 

Sharp was the ar wat ſtormy place, 
Beſt ſuting harts benum'd with helliſh froſt, 
Whoſecrufted malice could admit no grace, 
Where coales were kindled to the warmerscoſt. 
Where feare, my thoghts canded with yſie cold; 
Heate, did my tonguc to periuryes vnfold. 


43. 
O hatefull fire (ah that * it) £ 
Too hard my hart was frozen for thy force, 
Far hoater flames it did requireto thaw it, 
Thy hell reſembling heat did freeze it worſe, 
O that I rather had congeal d to yce, (price . 
Then bought thy —_ at ſuch 2 
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44+ 
O wakefull bird, preclaymer of the day. 
Whole piercing note doth daunt the lyons rage, 
Thy crowing did my ſelfe to me be wray. 
My frights and brutiſh heates it did aſſwage. 
But oh in this alone, ynhappy Cocke: (clock: 
That thou to count my foyles, were made the 


45 
O bird, the iuſt . my cryme, 
The faithfull waker of my ſkeping teares: 
Be now the dayly elocke to ſtrike the tyme, 
When ſtinted eyes ſhall pay their taske of teares. 
Vpbrayd mynecarcs with thyn accufing crow: 
To make me rue that firſt it made me know. 

| 46 

O milde reuenger of aſpiring pride, 
Thou cãſt diſmoũt high thoughts to low effects 
Thou mad'ſt a Cocke me for my fault to chide, 
My lofty boaſts this lowly birds corrects. 
Well might a Cocke correct me with a crow, 
Whome Henniſh cackling firſt did eucrthrow. 

47. 
Weake weapons did Golias fumes abate, (vaine, 
Whoſe ſtorming rage did thunder threats in 
His body huge, harneſt with maſſy plate, 
Yet Dauids ſtone brought death into his braine. 
With ſtaffe and fling as to a dog he came: 


And with contempt did boaſting Fury wo 
7 et 


COMPLAINT. 13 
48. | 

Yet Dauid had with Bearc and Lyon fought, 
H is skillfull might cxcul'd Golias ſoyle: bgt, 
The death ĩs eaſd that worthy hand hath wrou- 
Some honour liucs in honourable ſpoyle; 
But on whome all infamies mult light, 
Was hiſt to death with words of womas ſpight. 


49 | | 
Small gnats inforſt Lacks King toſtoup, 
yet theyin ſwarms &arm'd with percing ſtings 
Smart, noy ſe, anoyace made his courage droup. 
No ſmall incõbrance ſuch ſmall vermin brings, 
Iquaild at words, that neither bit nor ſtung, 
And thoſe deliuered from a womans tung. 

o. 
Ah feare, abort iue IN. of drouping mind: 
Sclfe ogerthrow, falſe friend, roote of remarce: 
Sighted, in ſecingeuils, in ſhunning blind: 
Foyld without field, by fancy not by forcy; 
Ague of Valour, Phrenſy of the wile; 
True honours ſtain, loues froſt, the mint of lies. 


51. 
Can vertue, wiſedom, ſtrength by womã ſpild, 
In Dauids, Salomons, and Sampſons falls, 
With ſemblance ofexcuſe my errour guild, 
Or lend a marble gloſſe to muddy walls? 
O no, their fault had ſhew of ſome pretence, 
No veyle can hide the (hame of my offence. _ 
| B 2 5 The 
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1. 

The blaze of beautyes — allur'd their looks 
Their lookes by ſeeing oft, conceaued loue: 
Leue, by affecting, ſwallowed pleaſures hooks, 
T hu: beauty, loue, & pleaſure them did moue. 
Theſe Syrens lugred tunes rockt them a ſleep: 
Inougk to damne, yet not to damne ſo deep. 


53. - 
But gracious features dazeled not myne eyes, 
TWO homely droyls were authors of my death: 
Not loue, but feare, my ſenſes did ſurprize, 
Not feare of force, but feare of woman breath. 


And thoſe vnarm'd, ill grac't, deſpis d, vnknowyn | 


So baſe a blaſt my truth hath oucrthrown.' 


O women, woe to men, traps for their falls, 
Still actors in all tragicall miſchances: 
Earths neceſſary euills, captiuing thralls, 
No murdring with yourtogs,now with your 
Parents of life & loue, ſpoylers ef both;(glances 
The theeues of harts; falſe do you louc or loth. 


In tyme o Lord, thyn 4 with myne did meet 
In them [ read the ruines of my fall: 1 
Tneir chering rayes that made misfortun ſweet || 
Into my guilty thoughts powr'd floods of gall, 
Their heavenly looks that bleſt where they be- 
Darts of diſdain, & angry cheeks did yield. (held 


O ſacted 


ef 
d 
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56. 


O ſacred eyes, the ſpring of living light, 


The earthly heauẽs, where Angels ioy to dwell: 
no cold you deign to vew my deathful pligbt 


Or let your heaucnly beames leoke on my hell? 
But thoſe vnſpotted eyes encountred myne, 


As ſpotleſſe Sunne doth on the dunghill ſbine. 


$7. | 
Sweet volums ſtord with learning fit for Saints 
Where blisfell quires imparadize their minds, 
Where in eternall ſtudy neuer faints, 
Still finding all, yet ſeek ing all it finds; 
How endleſſe is your labyrinth of bliſſe, 


| Where to be loſt the ſweeteſt finding is? 


58. 


Ah wretch, how oft haue I (weet leſſons read, 
In thoſe deare eyes the regiſters of truth? 


Ho oft haue I my hungry wiſhes fed, 

And in their happy ioycs redreſt my ruth? 
Ah that they now arc Heralds of diſdaine, 
That erſt were euer pittiers of my payne. 


. N 
Lou flames diuine that ſparkle out your heats, 
And kindle pleaſing fires in mortall harts, 
Vou Nectar d Aumbryes of ſoule- feed ing meats, 


You gracefull quiuers of loues deereſt darts: 
Vou did vouchlafe to warm, to Wound, to feaſt, 
My cold, my ſtony, my now famiſbꝰt breaft. 

B 3 The 
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60. 
The matchles eyes, match't only each by other, 
Were plea id on my ill matched eyes te glaunce: 
The eye of liquid pcarle, the pureſt mother, 
Broch't tears in mine to weep for my miſchãce. 
The cabincts of grace vnlockt their treaſure, 
Aud did to my miſdeed their mercies meaſute. 
6r. 
Theſe blazing Comets, lightning flamcsof loue 
Made me theit warming influence to know; 
My frozen hart their ſacred force did proue, 
Which at their look did yeld like melting ſnow 
They did not ioyes in former plenty carue, _ 
Vet ſweet are crũs her pined thoghts do ſtatue 
62. 
O liuing mirrours, ſecing whome you ſhew. 
Which equal ſhadows, worths with ſhadowed 
yea mak things nobler the in natiue hew(thing 
By being ſhap'd in thoſe [ife-giuing ſprings, 
Much more my image in thole eyes was grac't 
Then in my ſelfe, whom ſin and ſhame defact. 
| 63. 


All- ſeeing eyes, more worth then all you ſee, 


Of which one is the others only price: 
Iworthleſſe am, di rect your beames on me, 
VVich quickning vertue cure my killing vice. 
By ſceing things, you make th inges worth the 


Vou ſceing ſalue, & being ſeen delight. ( light,. | 
5 9 O Pooles 
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64 


Jo Pooles of Heſeben, the Bathes of Grace, 


Wheie happy ſpirits diuc in ſweet deſires: 
Wherbaints rcioyce to glaſſe their glorious face, 
Whoſe banks make Eccho to the Angels quires » 
An Ecche ſweeter in the ſole rebound, 


Then Angells muſicke in the fulleſt ſound . 


65. 
O eyes, whoſe glances are a ſilent ſpeach. 
In cipherd word high myſteryes diſcloſing: 
Which with a looke all Sciences can teach, 
Whoſe texts to faythful harts need little gloſing: 
Witneſſe vn worthy I, who in a looke, 
Lcarn'd more by rote, thẽ al the Scribs by book, 


Though malice ſtil poſſeſt their hardned minds, 
I though too hard, learn'd ſoftnes in thyne eye, 
Which yron knots of ſtubborne will vnbinds, 
Offr ing them loue that loue with love will buy. 
This did I learne, yet they could not diſcerne it, 


Zut woe, that I had now ſuch need to learne it. 


67. 
O Sunnes, all but your ſe lues in light excelling, 
Who preſẽce day, whole abſẽce cauſeth night, 
Whosneighbour courſe, brings Somer, cold ex- 
Whos diſtãt periods freez away delight · ( pelling 
Ab, that I loſt your bright & foſtring beames, 
To plunge my ſoule in theſe congealed ſtreams. 
B 4 O gra- 
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5 
O gracious ſpheres where loue the Center , 
A natiue place for our ſelfe-loaden ſoules: 
The compaſſe, lone, a cope that none can mis, 
The motion, leuc that round about ys rowles: 
O ſpheres of loue, whoſe center, cope, & motio, 
Is loue of vs, loue that inuites deuotion. 
5 5 69. 
O little worlds, the — of all the beſt, 
Where glory, heauen, God, ſun, al vertues, ſtars, 
. Where fire a loue that next to heauen doth reſt, 
Ayr, light of life, that no diſtẽper mars; ( ſho wers: 
The water, grace, whos ſeas, whos ſprings, x hos 
Cloth natures earth with euerlaſting flowers. 
70. 
What mixtures theſe ſweet elements do yield, 
Let happy worldlings of theſe worlds expoũd: 
But ſimples are by compounds farre exceld. 
Both ſate a place, where all beſt things abound, 
And if a baniſh't wretch gheſſe not amiſſe: 
All but one compound frame a perfect bliſſe. 


71. 

I out-caſt from theſe worlds exiled roome, 
Poore Saint, frõ heauen,fro fire cold Salamander: 
Loſt fiſh, from thoſe ſweet waters kindly home, 
From land of life, ſtrai'd pilgrim ſtill I wander. 
I know the cauſe: theſe worlds had neuer a hel, 


In which my taults haue beſt deſetu d Pony | 
O Be. 


—— 
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„ | 

O Bethlems ceſterns, Davids moſt deſire, 

From which my ſins like fierce Philiſtins keep, 

To fetch your drops what champions ſhould I 

That therin my withered had may ſtecp. (hire, 

I would not ſhed them like that holy King, 


His were but types, theſe are the figured thing. 


73. 
O Turtle twins all bach's in virgins milke, 
Vpon the margin of full flowing banks: 
Whole graceful plume ſurmounts the fineſt filk , 
Whofc fight ena moreth heaues molt happy raks, 
Could I forſweare this heauẽly payreot Doues, 
That cag d in care for me were groning loues. 


74. | 
Twice Moyſes wad did ſtrike the tubborne Rock 


Ere ſtony veyns wold yeld their chriſtal bloud: 
Thy eyes, one looke ſeru d as an only knock, 

To make my hart guſn out a weeping floud. 
Wherein my ſinnes as fiſhes ſpa we their frie, 
To thew their inward ſhames, and then to die. 


But o, how leng demurre Ion his eyes, 


Whoſe looke did picree my hart with healing 
Laũcing impoſtum'd ſore of periurd lyes, woũd 
Which theſe two iſſues of mine eyes hath fond, 
Where runne it muſt, till death the iſſues ſtop , 
And penall life hath purg'd the finall dtp. 
B 5 Like 


ae SAINT PETERS 
; * 

Like ſoleſt Swan that [wimsin filent deep, 
And neuer ſings but obſcquies of death, 

Sigh out thy plaints, and lole in ſecret weep, 
In ſuing pardon, ſpend thy periur'd breath. 
Attire thy loule in ſorrows mourning weed, 
Aud at thyne eyes let guilty conſcience bleed. 


BE” 
Still in the Limbecke of thy dolefull breſt , 
Theſe bitter fruits that from thy fins do grow 
For fuel, ſelfe accuſing thoughts be beſt, 
Vle feare as fire, the coales let pennante blow; 
And ſeeke none other quinteſſence but teares, 
That eyes may ſhed what entred at thyne cares. 

8 


Come ſoro wing tears, the ofſpring of my grief, 
Scant not your Parent of a needfull ayde; 

In youl reſt, the hope of wiſh't reliefe, 

By you my finfull debts muſt be defraid. 

Your power preuailes, your ſacrifice is gratefull: 
By loue ebtayning life to men moſt hatefull. 


1 
Come good effect of ill deſeruing cauſe; 

Ill gotten impes, yet vertuouſly brought forth: 
Selfe-blaming probates, of infringed lawes, 
Yet blamed faults redeeming with your worth. 
The fignes of ſhame in yeu ech eye may read, 
Yegwvhile you guilty prouc, you pitty plead , 

O deames 


* 
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80. 

o beames of mercy beate on ſorrows clowd, 
lower ſupling ſho wers vpõ my parched groũd. 
Bring fort h the fruit to your due ſeruice vowed, 
Let good deſires with like delerts be crownd. 
Water young blooming vertues tender flower, 
Sinne did all grace of riper growth deuoure. 

1 
Weep Balme and Myrrh you ſweet Arabian trees, 
Vich pureſt gũmes perfume & pearle you ryue ; 
Shed on your hony drops you buſic Bees. 
|, barraine plant, muſt weep vnpleaſant bryne, 
Hornets I hyucyſalt drops their labour plycs, 
Suckt out of fin , and ſhed by ſhowring eyes, 

82. 

If Dauid night by night did bath his bed, 
Eſtceming longeſt dayes too ſhort to mone: 
Inconſolable teares if 4114 ſhed, 
Who in her ſonne her ſollace had forgone: 
Then Ito dayes, & weeks, to monthsand yeares, 
Do owe the hourely rent of ſtintleſſe teates. 


If loue, if loſſe, if fault, if ſported fame, 
If daunger, death, if wrath, or wreck of weale, 
Entitle eyes true heyres to earned blame, 

That due remorſe in ſuch euents conceale, 

The want of teares might well enrole my name, 
As chĩefeſt Saint in Calendar of ſhame, 


Loue . 


Love, Where I lou'd 4 due, and beſt deſeru d, 
No loue cold ayme at more loue-worthy marke, 
No loue more lou'd then mine of him I ſetu'd, 
Large vic he gaue, a flame for euery ſparke. 
This lone I loſt, this loſſe a lite mult tue, 

Vea life is ſhort, to pay the truti is due. 


Iloſt all that I had, WE; che moſt, 
The moſt that will can wiſh, or wit deuiſe: 
I leaſt perform'd,that did molt vainly boaſt , 
I (taind my fame in molt infamous wiſe.(moue, | 
What daunger then, death, wrath, or wreck can 
More pregnant cauſe of teares then this Iproue? 
| 86. 
If Adam ſought a veyle to ſcarfe his ſinne, 
Taught by his fall to feare a ſcourging hand. 
If men ſhal with that hils ſhould wrap themin, 
Whencrimes in finall doome come to be ſcand, 
hat moũt, what cauc, what center can coccale 
My mõſtrous fact, which euen the birds rcucale? 
| 87. 
Come ſhame, the Iiuery of offend ing mind, 
The vgly ſhroud that ouer- ſhadoweth blame, 
The mulct, at which foule faults are iuſtly find: 
The dampe of fiance, the common ſluſe of fame, 
By weh impoſtum'd tungs their humors purge, 
Lizht ſhame on me, I beſt deſeru'd the ſcourge. 
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88. ; (blood, 
cms murdering hand imbru'd in Brothers 


| More mercy the my impious tongue may eraue, 


He kild a riuall with pretence of goed, 

In hope Gods doubled loue alone to haue. 

But feare ſo ſpoild my vaquiſht thoghts of love , 
That periur'd oths my — hate did proue. 


Poore Agar from her Peere enfore't to fly, 


Wiandring in Barſabeian wilds alone: (wold dye, 


Doubting her child through helpleſſe droughe 

Layd it a loofe, and ſet her downe to moane. 

The heauens with prayers , her lap with teares 

A Mothers loue in loſſe is hardly ſtild. (he fild, 
90. 


| But Agar now bequeath thy teares to me, 


Feares, not effects, did ſet aflote thy ne eyes: 
But wretch | fcelc more then was feard of thee. 
Ah not my Sonne, my Soule it is that dyes: 

It dyes for drought yet hath a ſoring in ſight, 
Worthy to dye, that would not liue and might, 
; Ole | 
Faire 4bſalows foule fault, compar'd with mine, 

Are brighteſt ſands, to mud of Sodeme Lakes; 

High aymes. yõg ſpirit,birth of royal line, (aks 
Made him play falſe where Kingdoms were the 
He gaz d on golden hopes, whoſe luſtre wins, 
Sometyme the graueſt wits to grieuous flas : 
| But 
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92, 
. But I whoſc crime cuts off the leaſt excuſe, 
A Kingdome loſt, but hop'd no mite to gaine, 
My higheſt marke, was but the worthleſſe vic 
Of ſome few lingring hourcs of longer painc 
Vagratefull child, bis Parent he purſu de, 
I Gyants warre with God himſeife renu'de. 


93. 
Ioy infant. Sa ints, whome in the tender flower, 
A happy ſtorme did free from feare of finne, 
Long is their life that die in blisfull ho wer, 
Ioy fall ſuch ends, as endleſſe ioyes begin. 
Too long they liue, that liue till they be novght, 
Life ſau'd by fin, baſe purchaſe decrly bought. 
94. | 
This lot was mine, your fate was not ſo fierce, 
Whom ſpotleſſe death in cradle rockt a ſleep, 
S wet roſes mixt with lillies ſtrowd your hearſe, 


Death Virgin-whate in Martyrs-red did ſteep. 


Your downy heads both pearls & rubies croũd; 
My hayry locks did femalc fearcs confound. 

. (\poyle, 
You bleating Ewes that wayle this woluiſh 
of ſucking labs new bought with bitter throws 
T'imnbalm your babes your eyes diſtil their oyle, 
Ech hart to tobe her child wide rupture (hows. 
Rue not theirdceath whom deathdid but reuiue, 
Lield ruth to me, that liuꝰd to dic aliue. | 
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96. 

With eaſie loſſe ſharpe wreck did he eſchew, 

That Sindonleſſe aſide did naked ſlip, 

Once naked grace no out ward garment kneyy, 

Rich are his robes w home ſin did neuer ſtrip. 

I chat in vaunts diſplaid prides fayreſt flags, 

Diſrobꝛd of grace, am wrapt in Adams rages. 


97. 
When tray tor to the ſonne, in mother eyes, 
I ſhall preſent my humble ſute for grace, 
What bluſb can paint the ſhame that will ariſe, 
Or write my inward feeling in my face ? 
Might ſhe the forrow with che {inner ſee, 
Though I deſpiſd, my gies mighe pittied be. 


| 9 
But ab, how can hereares, my [peach endure, 
Orſent my breath, till reking helliſh ſteeme? 
Can mother like what d id the Sonne abiure, 
Or hart de flowir'd a virgins lone redeeme? 
The Mother nothing loues that Sõne doth loth, 
Ah lothſome wretch, deteſted of them both. 


99. 

O Siſter Nymphes, the ſweet renowned payre, 
That bleſſe Bethams's bounds with your aboads 
Shall I infe& that ſanctified ayre, i 
Or ſtain thoſe ſteps wher Ieſw breath d, & trod ? 
No let your prayers perfum that ſwetned place: 
Turne me with Tygers to the wildeſt chale. 1 
Cou 
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100. 
Could I rcuined Lax ar behold, 
The third of that ſweet Trinity ef Saints; 
Would not aſtoniſh't dread my ſenſes bold? 
Ah yes, my hart euen with his naming faints. 
I ſceme to ſee a meſſenger from hell, 
That my prepared torments comes to tell. 
101. 
O John, O Iames, we made a triple cord. 
Of three moſt louing and beſt loued friends: 
My rotten twiſt was broken witha word, 
Fit now to fuell fire amongſt the fiends; 
It is not euer true, though often ſpoken, 
That triple tw iſted cord is hardly broken. 
10. 
The dĩſpoſſeſſed Diuels that out I threw. 
In Iss vs name, now impiouſly forſworn, 
Triumph to ſee me caged in their mew, 
Trampling my ruines with contempt & ſcorne; 
My pcriurics were muſick to their daunce, 
And now they heapdiſdaines on my miſchaũce. 
103. | 

Our rocke(ſay they) is riuen, o welcome howre, 
Our Eagles wings areclipt that (oar'd ſo hy: 
our thiidrig cloud made noiſe but caſt no ſhowre 
Heproſtratelyesthat would haue ſcal'd the sky; 
In womans tongue our Runner found a rub, 
Our Cedar now is ſhrunke into a ſhrub, 

e Theſe 


Y 


| 104. | 
hes ſcornful words vpbraid my inwardthoghe 
Proofs of their damned promptcrs neigbbour- 
Such vgly geſts ſtill wait ypo the nought. (voice 
I Fiends {warm to fouls that ſwarue fromyertuss 
For brech ofplihted truth, this true I tryzſchoice 
Ab, that my deed thus gaue my word the lye. 
105 6 
Once, & but once, too deere an orice to twice it, 
A hcauen in earth, Saints ncere my ſelfe I ſaw; 
Sweet was the fight, but ſweter lous did ſpice it, 
But ſights & loues did my miſdeed with- dra vv. 
From heauen & ſaints, to hell & diu'ls eſtrang'd 
| Thoſc fights to frights, thoſe loucs to hates are 
106. (ehang d. 
Chriſt, as my God, was tempted in my thought, 
' As man, he lent myne eyes their deereſt light. 
But ſinne, his Temple ha th to ruine brought: 
And now he lightneth terrour from his fight. 
Now of my lay vnconſecrate deſires, 
„ Prophaned wretch I caſt the earned hires . 


| 107. 
Ah ſinne, the nothing that doth all things file; 
Out- caſt tro heaue, earths curſe, the caule of hel, 
e Parent of death, authour of our exile, 
4 The wreck of ſoules, the wares that fiends do ſel: 
That men to monſters, Angels turne to Diuells: 
Wrong of all rights, ſelfe ruine, roote of euils. 

C A thing 
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108. 
A thing moſt done, yet more then God can dee: 
Daily new done, yet euer done amiſſe; . 
Friendcd of all, yet vnto alla foe; - __ 
Sceming a heauen, yet baniſhing from bliſſe; 
Serued ithtoyle, yet payning nought but pain, 
Mans deepeſt loſſe, though falle, eſtcemed gainc. 
109. 
Shot wthout ** wthout prefer ſmart; 
Firſt ſeeming light, prouing in ſine a lode; 
Entring with eaſe, not caſily wonne to part; 
Far in effects from that the ſhowes abode; 
Endore d with hope, ſubſcribed with deſpaire; 
Vgly in death, though life did faigne it faire. 
110. 
O forefeĩture of heaven, eternoll debt; 
A moments ioy, ending in endleſſe fires : 
Our natures ſcum, the worlds entangling Net; 
Night of our thoughts, death of all good ecſires, 
Worſe thẽ al this, worſe then al tongues can ſay, 
Which man could owe, but only God defray. 
If. 

Thisfawning viper, dumb til he had wounded: 
With may mouths doth now ypbraid my harms 
My fight was veild, till I my ſelfe confounded, 
Then did I ſee the dil-inchaunted charmes. 
Then could I cut the Anatomy ef ſinne, 
And ſcarch with Linxes eyes What lay vvitbin. 

Beyvitch⸗ 
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112. 
Bewitching cuill, that hides death in deceits, 
Still borrowing lying ſhapes to mas ke thy face, 
Now know I the deciphring of thy ſleights, 
Acuning deerely bought with loſſe of grace; 
Thy ſugred poyſon now hath vvrought (o well, 
That thou haſt made me to my ſelfe a hell. 
113. 
My eye reads mouraefuil [Goin comy hare, 
My hart doth co my thoght the griefs expound, 
My thoghe the ſame doth to my tongue impart, 
My tongue the meſſage in my earcs doth ſound ; 
My cares backe to my hart their forrewes (end, 
Thus circling griefs run round without an end. 
114. 

My guilty eye ſtill ſcemes to ſee my ſinne, 
All thinges are Characters to ſpell my fall. 
What eye doth read without, hart rues vvithing 
What hart doth rue, to penfiue thought isgall: 
Which vvhẽ the thought would by the tongue 
The eare conueyes it backe into the breſt.(digeſt. 
115. J 
Thus gripes in all my parts do neuer fayle, 
Whoſe only league isnow in bartring paines, 
What I ingroſſe, thy traffique by retayle, 
Making each others miſeries their gaines; 
All bound, for euer, Prentices to care, 
Whilſt I in ſhop of ſhame trade ſorro w es ware. 
C2 Pleaſd 
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116. 
Pleaſd with diſpleaſing lot I ſeeke no change, 
Iwealthieſt am when richeſt in remorſe; 
To fetch my ware no ſeas nor lands & range , 
For cuſtomers to buy I nothing force. 
My bomc-bred goods at home are bought & ſold 
And in my ſelle the intereſt ſtill i hold. 
117. 
My comfort now is comfortleſſe to live, 
lsa Orphan ſtate deuoted to miſhap: 
Rent from the root, that ſweeteſt fruit did giue, 
I (corn'd to graffe in ſtocke of meaner ſap. 
No iuyce can ioy me but of leſe flower, 
Whos heaucaly root hath truc reuiuing power. 
I I „ 

At ſorrows dore I knockt, they crau'd my name. 
] anſwered one, vnworthy to be knowne. 
What onc, ſay they? One worthyeſt of blame. 
But who? a wretch, not Gods, nor yet his own. 
A man? o no, a beaſt, much worſe: what creature? 
A rocke: how call 'd? The Roche of ſcandall, Peter. 

; 119. (there? 
From whence ? from Caiphas houſe : ah dwel you 
Sins farme I rẽted there, but now would leauc it 
What rentẽmy foule; what gaine? vnreſt, & feare. 
Deere purchaſe? Ah too deere, wil you recaue it? 
What (hal we giue?fit tears, & tymesto plain me. 


Come in, ſay they;thus griefts did entertain me. 
With 


— 
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120. 
With them I reſt true priſoner to their Iayle, 
Chayn'd in the yron linkes of baſeſt thrall, 
Till Grace vouchſafing captiue ſoule to bayle, 
In wonted Sea degraded Loves inſtall. 
Days paſſe in plaints, the nights without repoſe, 
I wakc, to weep, I ſleep in waking wocs, 
121. 
Sleep, deaths allye, obliuion of teares, 
Silence of paſſions, blame of angry ſoare, 
Suſpence of loues ſecurity of fcares, 
Wraths lenitiuc, harts eaſe, ſtorms calmeſt ſnore. 
Senſes and ſoules ro priuall from all cumbers, 
Benumming ſenſe of ill with quiet ſlumbers, 
122. 
Not ſuch my ſleep, but whiſperer of dreames, 
Creating ſtrang Chymera's, taygning trights: 
Of day diſcourſes giuing fancy theams, (ghbts, 
To make dum thewes with worlds of antick ſi- 
Caſting ttue gricfsin fancies forging mold, 
Brokenly telling tales rightly fore- told. 
123. a 
This ſleep moſt ſitly fn ſorrowes bed 1 
Sorrow, the (mart of euill, Sinnes eldeſt child: 
Beſt, when vnk ind in killing wW home it bred, 
A rack for guilty thoughts, a bit for wild: 
The ſcorg that whips, the ſalue that cures oſſẽce: 
Sorrow, my bed, & home, while life hath ſenſe. 
C 3 Hcere 
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124. 
Heere ſolitary Muſes nurſc my grifes, 
In ſilent loneneſſe burying woridly noyſe, 
Attentiue to rebukes, deafe to teliefes, 
Penſiue to faſter cares, careleſſe of ioyes: 
Ruĩng lifes· loſſe vnder deathsdreary roofes , 
Solemmzing my funcrall behoofes. 

125 

A ſelfe- contempt the throud, my ſoule the corſe, 
The Beere, an hũble hope, the hearſ. cloth, feare, 
The morners,tlioghts, in blacks of deep remorſe 
The hearſe, grace, pitty, loue, and mercy beare: 
My teares, my dole, the Prieſt a zealous will: 
Pennance rhe tombe, & dolcful'tighes the knill. 

126. 
chriſt, health of feuer d ſoule, heaven of the mind 
Force of the feeble, nurſe of infant loues, 
Guide to the wandring foote, light to the blind, 


Whom weeping wins, repentant ſorrow moues, 
Father in care, mother in tender hart, 


Reuiue, and ſaue me, ſlaine, with ſinfull dart. 
127. | 

IfK ing Manaſſes ſunke in depth of ſinne, 

With plaints & tears recoutred grace & crown, 

A worthles worme ſome mild regard may wing 


And lowly creep, where flying threw it dow n. 
A boore deſire I haue to mend my ill, 


I hould, I would, I dare not ſay, I will, 
I dare 


COMPLAINT. 23 
128. 
I dire not ſay I vvill, but vviſh I may, 
Mypride is checht, high words the ſpeaker ſpilt 
My zood, o Lord, thy gift, thy ſtrength, my ſtay, 
Git what thou bidſt, & che bid what thou vvilt 
Wolke vvith me what thou of me doſt requeſt, 
Then will I dare the moſt, and yow the beſt. 
129. | 
Prone look, croſt arms, bent knee, & contrite hart 
Deep ſighs, thick ſobs, de wd eyes, & proſtrate 
Mol hũbly beg releaſe of earned ſmart, (prayers, 
Andſauing ſhroud in mercyes ſyveet repayres. 
If iufice fnould my vvrongs vvith rigor vvage: 
Fcarei, would deſpayres; ruth, breed a hopeleſſe 
5 130. Crage. 
Lazarat pittyes gate I vicer'd lye, 
Craumg the reffuſe ctums of childrens plate: 
My ſoꝛes, I lay in view to mercyes eye, 
My rays beate vvitnes of my poorc eſtate; 
The worms of cõſcience that within me ſvvarm 
Prouethat my plaints are leſſe then is my harm. 
131 
With mildnes, Ieſu, * myne offence; 
Let tue remorſe thy due reuenge abate; 
Let tears appeaſe when treſpaſſe doth incenſe: 
Let pitty temper thy deſerued hate. 
Let grace forgiue, let love forget my fall. 
Withfeare I craue, with hope I kumbly call. 
C 4 Redecme 


99= nnn 

132. 
Redee me my lapſe Es, ravſome of thy loue, 
Trauerſe th'inditement, rigors doome ſuſpend: 
Let frailty fauour, lorrou es ſuccour move, 
Be thou thy ſelfe, though changelingl offend. 
Tender my ſute, clenle this defiled denne, 
Cancell my debts, ſweet leſu, ſay Amen. 


The end 0 S , Peters Complaint . 
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N eaucs, ſole Sparrow fits not more alone, 
Nor mourning Pellcan in deſert wild: 
Then ſilly I, that lolicary mone, 
Ft om higheſt hopes to hardeſt hap exilde: 
Sometyme (o blisfull tyme) was Vertues meed, 
Ayme to my thoughts, guid to my word & deed. 


But feares ate now my Peeres, grief my delight, 
My tears my drink, m; famiſnt choghts my bted: 
Day full of dumps, Nurſe of vnteit the night, 
My gar ments guiues, a bloudy field my bed. 
My ſleepe is rather death, then deaths ally, 

Yet kil'd with murdring pangucs, I cannot dy. 


This is the chaunce of my ill changed choyce, 
Ruth for my reſt, ſor comforts cares I find; 

To pleaſant tunes ſucceeds a playning voyce, 
The dolefull Eccho of my wayling mind: (ioyes, 
Which taught to know the worth of vertucs 
Doth hate it ſelfe for louing Fancies toycs. | 


If wiles of wit had ouer-wrought my will, 

Or ſubtile traines miſled my ſtepps awry, 

My foyle had found excuſe in wantof skill, 

Ill deed I might, though not ill done deny: 

But wit & will muſt now confeſſe with ſhame, 

Both deed & doome, to haue deſerued blame. 
C 5 I Fancy 
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J Fancy deemꝰ d fit guide to leade my way, 
And as I deem'd, I did purſue her track; 

Wit loſt his ayme, and will was Fancies prey, 
The Rebels wan, the Rulers went to wrack: 
But now ſith Fancy did with folly end, (mend. 
Wit bought with lofſc, Will taught by wit, will 


My fins, O Lord, do ouer · charge thy breſt, 
The poyſe therof do force thy knee: to bo v 3 
Yea flat thou falleſt with my faults oppreſt, 
And bloudy ſweat tuns trickiing frochy brow : 
But had they not to earth chu+ preſſed thee, 
Much more they would in hell haue peſtred me. 


This Globe of earth doth thy one finger prop, 
The world thou doſt within thy hand imbrace, 
Vet all this waight of ſweat drew not a drop, 
Nor made thee bow, much leſſe fall on thy face: 
But no thou haſt a load {+ heauy found, .. 
That makes thee bow, yea fal flat to the ground. 


O ſinne, how huge and heauy is thy waight, 
That waigheft more then all the world beſide? 
Of whbieh when Chriſt had taken in his frarghe 
The poyſe thereof his fleſh could not abide; 
Alas, if Cod himſc}fe ſinke vnder ſinne, 

What will become of man, that dies therein? 


Firſt, 
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Firſt, flat thou fel ſt, hẽ earth did thee receaue, 
jn Cloſet pure of Maries Virgin breſt; 

And now thou fal'ſt, of carth to take thy leaue, 
| Thou kiſleſt it, as cavlc of thy vnicett; | 
O lowing Lord, that ſo do'ſt loue thy foe, 

As thus to kiſſe the ground where he doth go. 


Thou minded in thy heauen our earth to weare, 
Do'ſt proſtrat now thy heauẽ our earth to blifſe; 
As God, to earth thou often wert ſeuere, 

As man, thou cal'ſt a peace with bleeding kiſſe: 
For as of ſoules thou common Father art, 

80 is ſhe Mother of mens other part. 


| She ſhortly was to drink thy deareſt bloud, 
And yield thy ſoule a way to Sathans caue; 
She ſhortly was thy eorſe in tombe to rod, 
And with them all thy Deity to haue: 

Now then in me thou ioyntly yieldeſt all, 
That ſeuerally to each ſhould ſhortly fall. 


O proſtrate Chriſt, erect my erooked mind, 
Lord let thy fall my flight from carth obtaine; 
Or if I needs mult ſt ill in earth be ſhrind, 
Then Lord on earth come fall yet once againe: 
And either yield in earth with me to ly, 
Or els to take me from this miſery. 


$.Peters 


38 


S. Peters returne bome . 


R Etyred thoghts enioy their owne delights, - 
As beauty doth in fcifc-beholding eye: 
Maas mind a mirrour is of heauenly fights, 

A Briefe wherin all meruailes ſummed lyc: 

Of fayreſt formes, & ſweeteſſ ſhapes the ſtore, 
Moſt graceful al. yet thoght may grace thẽ more. 


The Mind a creature is, yet can create, 
To Natures patternes adding higher skill: 
Of fineſt works Wit better could the ſtate, 
If force of Wit had cquall power of Will. | 
Deuiſe of man in working bath no end, (mend, 
What thought can thinke, another thought can 


Mans Soule of endleſſe Beauties Image is, 
Drawn by the worke of endleſſe skill & might; 
This skilfull migbt haue many ſparkes of bliſſe, 
And to diſcerne this bliſſe a natiue light. 

To frame Gods Image as his worth requird, 
His might, his skill, his word, & will conſpird. 


All that he had, his Image ſhould preſent, 

All that it ſhould preſent he could afford; 

To that he could afford his will was bent, 

His will was followed with performing word. 
Let this ſufſice; by this conceiuc the reſt, 


He ſhould, he. could, he would, he did the beſt. 
S. Peters 
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„ Wy ere Wards are wcak,and fees encduntring 
Where mighticrdo aſſault thẽ do defend. (ſtrõg. 
{ Thc fecbler part puts vp inforced wrong, 
And ſilent ſees, that ſpeach could not amend : 
Vet higber powrs muſt th ink, thegh they repine 
. When sunne is ſet, the litle Rarres will ſhine. 


While Pike doth range, the filly Tench do th fly⸗ 
And crouch in priuy crecks with ſmaller ſiſh: 
Yet Piks are caught when litle fiſh go by, 
Theſe fleet a flote, while thoſe do fill the diſh · 
There is a tyme euen for the wormes to creep, 
And ſuck the de w while al their foes do ſleep. 


The Marline cannot euer ſoare on high, 

| Nor Grey - hound till purſue his eager chaſe, 
The tender Larke will find a tyme to fly, 
And fearefull Hare to runne a quietrace. 

He that high growth en Cedars did beſtow, 
Gaue lowly Musbramps alſo leaue to grow. 


In Aman pompe poore Mardachæm wept: 

Yet Cod did turne his fate vpon his foe, 

| TheLazarpin'd , while Pises feaſt was kept. 
Vet be to heanen,to hell d id Diues go. 

| Wetrample graſſe, & prize the flowers of May, 
Yet graſſe is green, when flowers do fade away. 
The 
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The lopped tree in tyme may grow againe, 
Moſt naked plants rene W both rruit and flower: 
Tbe ſorr ĩieſt wight may ſind releaſe of paine, 
The drieſt ſoyle ſuck in ſome moyſtn ing ſhovr. 
T imes go by turus, & chances change by coutſe, 
From foule to faire; from better hap to worſe. 


The Sca of Fortune doth not euer flow, 

She dtawes her fauours to the loweſt ebbe, 

Her tyde hath equall tymes to come and go, 
Her Loome doth weaue the fine and courſeſt 
No toy ſo great, but runnerh to an end;(webbe. 
No hap ſo hard, but may in ſine amend. 


Notalwayes fall of lea fe, nor euer ſpring, 

No endles Night, nor yet eternall Day: 

The ſaddeſt Birds a ſcaſon find to ſing, 

The roagheft ſtorme a calme may ſoone alay. 
Thus with ſucceeding turnes God tempreth all: 
That man may hope toriſe, yet feare to fall. 


A chaunce may win that by miſchance was loſt; 

The net that holds no great; takes little ſiſh; 

In ſome thingsall, in all things none are croſt, 

' Few all they need, but none haue all they wiſh; 

Vamedled ioyes heete ta no man befall, 

Who leaſt, hath ſome, who moſt, bath neuer all: 
8. Peter. 
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B Force Iliue, in Will Iwiſh to dye, 
la floint I paſſe the length of lingring dayes, 

Free would my ſoule from mortall bedy flye, 

And tread the tracke of deaths deſited wayes; 

Life is but loſſe, where death is deemed gaine, 

And loathed pleaſures breed diſpleaſing paine. 


Who would not dye to kil al murdring greeues. 
Or who would liue in neuer dying feares? 

Who wold not with his treaſure ſafe fro theues, 
And quit his bart from pagues, his eyes fro tears? 
Death parteth, but two euer fighting fees, 
Whole ciuill ſtrife, doth wor ke our endless woect. 


Life is a wandring courſe to doubtfall reſt, 

As oft a curſed ryle to damning leape; 

As happy race to winne a heauenly creſt, 

None be ing ſure, what tinall fruites to reape. 

And who can like, in ſuch a life to dwell, 
Whos ways arc ſtrait to heau'o, but wide to hell? 


Come cruell death, hy lingreſt thou ſo leng? 

What doth with- hold thy dine fro fatal ſtroke ? 

I ready am (alas) thou doſt me Wrong, 

To let my liue more anger to prouoke. 

Thy right is had, whe thou haſt ſtoptmy breath 

Why ſhold'ſt thou ſtay, to work my deble death? 
if 
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If Saules atiempt in fallingon his blade, 

As law full were, as eath to put in vre: 

If Sampſons leaue a common law were made, 
Ot Abelslot if all that would were ſure: 

T hen cruel] death thou ſhould'ſt the Tyrat play 
With none but ſuch, as wiſhed for delay. 


'F 


Where life islou'd, thou ready art to kill, 
And to abridge with ſodaine pangues their joy, 
Wher life is lothd thou wilt not work their will 
But doft adiourne their death to their annoy. 
To ſome thou art a fierce vnbidden gueſt, 

But thoſe that craue thy hep, thou helpeſt leaſt, 


; 

| 
Auaunt foule monſter, I thy ſpight defie, | 
There is a God that ouer- rules thy force, 
Who can thy weapons to his Will apply, 
And ſhorten, or prolong our brittle courſe ; 
I on his mercy, not thy might relye, 
To him I liue, for him I hope to dye. 
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Luctum Vnigeniti fac tibi plan- 
ctum amarum . | 
Terem. 6. verſ. 26. 
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TO THE RIGHT 


WoRTHY AND V ERTYOVS 


Gentle-woman, M. D. A. 
Ovx vertuous Requeſt to which 
your Deſerts gaue the force of a 


Y Commandement, wonne me to 
ſatisfy your Deuotion, in penning ſome 
little Diſcourſe of the Bleſſed Mary Mag- 
dalen. And among other glorious exaples 
of this Saints life, I haue made choice of 
her FVNERAL IL TEAR Es, in which 
as ſhe moſt vitered the great vehemency 
of her feruent Loue to Chriſt : ſo hath ſhe 
giuen therin largeſt Scope to dilate vpon 
theſame. A Theame pleaſing I hope vn- 
to your ſelfe, and fitteſt for this tyme. For 
as Paſſion, and eſpecially this of loue, is 
in theſe dayes thechiefe commaunder of 


moſt mens actions, and the Idol to which 
D 2 both 
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both tongues and pennes do ſacrifice their 
ill beſtowed labours : So is there nothing 
now more needfull to beintreated, then 
how to direct theſe Humours vnto their 
due courſes, and to draw this floud of af- 
fection into the right Channel. 
Paſſions allow, and loues I approue: 
only | would wiſh that men would alter 
their obiect, and better intents. For 
Paſfious being ſequels of our Nature, and 
aliotted vnto vs as the Hand-maides of 
Reaſonʒ there can be no doubt, but that as 
their Aut nour is good, and their end god- 
ly: fo their vie tempered in the meane, 
implyeth no offence. Loue is but the in- 
fancy of true Charity, ſucking yet Na- 
tures teate, and ſwathed in her bandes, 
winch then groweth to perfection, hen 
Faith beſides naturall motiue propoſeth 
higher and nobler grounds of amny . 
Hatred and Anger are the neceſſary 
Officers of Proweſle and luſtice: Coura- 
ge being cold and dull, and Iuſtice in due 


reuenge ſlacke and careleſſe, wheie hate 
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of the fault doth not make it odious: and 
Anger ſetteth not an edge on the {word 
that puntſheth or preuenteth wrongs. 

Deſire and Hope are the parents of 
diligence & induſtry, the Nurſes of Per- 
ſeucrance and Conſtancy , the ſeedes of 
valour and magnanimity, the death of 
ſlaath, and the breath of all Vertue. 

Feare and Diſlike are the ſcoutes of 
Diſcretion, the Harbinger of Wiſedome 
and Pollicy , „ killing idle Repentance in 
the cradle, and curbing Raihnefſe with 
Deliberation. Audacity is the armour of 
ſtrength, & the guide to glory, breaking 
the yceto the hardeſt exploits, & crow- 
ning valour with moſt Honourable Vi- 
Qory . 

Sorrow is the ſiſter of mercy, and a 
waker of compaſſion, weeping with o- 
thers teares, & grieued with their harmes. 
It is both the Clos and ſmart of ſinne, 
curing that which it ch aſtiſeth with true 
remorſe , and preventing need of new 
cure with the deteſtation of the diſeaſe. 

D 3 Deſpaire 
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Deſpaire of ſucceſſe, is a Bit againſt 
euill attemptes, and the hearſe of idle ho- 
pes ending enaleſſe thinges in their firſt 
motion to begin. True ioy is the reſt and 
reward of vertue, ſeaſoning difficultyes 
with delight, and giuing a preſent aſſay 
of future happineſſe. Finally, there is no 
paſſi on but hath a ſeruiceable vſe, either 
in the purſuite of good, or auoydance of 
euill, and they are all benefits of God, and 
helpes of nature, fo long as they are kept 
vnder Vertues correction. 

But as too much of the beſt is euill, 
and ex ceſſe in Ver tue is vice: ſo Paſſions 
let looſe without limits are imperfecti- 
ons, nothing being good that wanteth 
meaſure. And as the fea is vufit for traf- 
ſicke, not only when the windes are too 
boiſtrous, but allo when they are too 
ſtill; and a middle gale and motion of the 
wauzs ſetueth beſt the ſaylers purpoſe: So 
neither too ſtormy ,nor too calme a mind 
giueth Vertue the firſt courſe, but a midle 
temper betweene them both, in which the 


ordered 
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ordered paſſions are wrought to proſecu- 
te, not ſuffered to peruert any vertuous 
endeauour, {Len 

Such were the paſſions of this Holy 
Saint, which were not guides to reaſon, 
but attendants vpon it, and commaun- 
ded by ſuch a loue as could neuer exceed , 
becauſe the thing loued was of infinite 
perfection. And if her weakeneſſe of 
faych( an Infirmity then common to all 
Chriſts Diſciples ) did ſuffer her vnder- 
ſtanding to be deceaued : yet was her wil 
ſo ſeuled in a moſt ſincere & perfeR loue, 
that it lead all her paſſions with the ſame 
Bias, recompenling the want of beliefe , 
withthe ſtrange effects of an excellent 
Charity. 4 

This Loue and theſe Paſſions are the 
ſubiect of this diſcourſe, which though it 
reach not tothe dignity of this Glorious 
Saints deſerts : yer ſhall I thinke my en- 
deaugur well apaid, if it may woe ſome 
skillfuller pens from vaworthy labour , 
either to ſupply in this matter my want 
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of ability or in other of like piety (wherof 
the Scripture is full ) to exerciſe their hap- 
pyer talents. | know that none can ex- 
reſſe a Paſſion that he feeleth not; nei- 
ther doth the pen deliuer but what it cop- 
ieth out of the mind. And thereforeſith 
the fineſt vits are now given to writs 
paſſionate diſcourſes, I would wiſh them 
to make choice of ſuch paſſions, as it nei- 
ther ſhould be ſhame to vtter, nor ſinne to 

feel - 5 
But whether my wiſhes in this behalfe 
take effect or no, Ireape at the leaſt this 
reward of my paines, that I haue ſhewed 
my deſire to anſ were your Courteſy, 

and to ſet forth the due prayſc; 
of your Glorious 
Patroneſſe. 


Tours euer, 
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Ane ſuting thei lalours to the po- 
P pillar wveyne , and guiaed by the 

/F1* gate of vulgar Lreath haue diuul- 
SE vcd divers patleticall diſcourſes, 
in which if they had ſbe ved as much care to 


profit. 4s they laue done deſire to pleaſe , their 


Workes Would much more haue honoured their 
names, aud auailed the Readers. But it is 4 
iuſt complaint amongſt t he better ſort o per- 
ſons , that the fineſt vitts looſe themſelues in 
the vaineſt follies, ſpilling mach Art in ſome 
iale phanſie , and leauine their workes as vit= 
neſſes how long they haue been in trauaile, to 
ze in fine deliuered 0* a fable. And ſurt'it is a 
thing greatly to be lamented, that men of (6 
ht:h conceit, ſhould ſorinch abaſe their a- 
bilities , that when they haue racked them to 


Dy the 
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the vttermoſt emdeauour, all the prayſe that 
they reape of their imployment , conſifleth in 
this, that they haue wiſely told 4 fooliſh tale, 
and carryed a long lye very ſmoothly to the 
end Tet ibis inconuenience mizht find ſome - 
excuſe , if the drift of their diſcos rſe lenelled at 
any vert nous mare. For in fables are often fi. 
gured moral truths cy that couertly vtered to 
a common good, which without a maske would 
not find ſo free a Paſſaze . But when the ſubſtã- 
ce of the vorke hath neither truth nor proba- 
bility, nor the purport thereof tend:th to any 
honeft end, the Writer is rather to be pittied 
then prayſed, and his bookes fitter for the fire 
then for the preſſe . This common ouerſioli 
more haue obſerued, then endeauoured to ſal: 
ue, euery one being able to reproue, none wil- 
ling to reareſſe ſuch faults, authorizedeſpeci- 
ally by generall cuflome (And though if ne- 
ceſſing? the lavleſſe Patrone of inforced atth- 
ons ) had no more preuaiied then choiſe, this 
Yorke of fo different a ſubied from the vſual 
reine -ſþ ſhould haue been? no eye. ſore to thoſe 
abat are pleaſed with Vorſe matters. Tet ( by 
; {\ 4% 
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the coppies thereof flew ſo falt, and fo falſe a- 
broad that it Was in danger to come corrups 
ted tothe print; it eemed a liſſe euill totet it 
| flye tocommon vie in the natiue plume and 
With the oͤpne vinges then diſguiſed in a coat 
of a baſtayd ſeathe r,. or caſi off from the fit of 
cha correctour as might handy ly haue peri- 
ſhed the ſound , and Hucke in ſore ſicke and 
ſorry feather: of his one phanſies. It may be 
tha conrtcons Sl ill vill rectone this, thourh 
cour e in reſpect of ot er exquiſite labors, not 
vnfit to entertain wel tempered humors, both 
ith pleaſure ani profit , the gro nd thereof 
being in (criyture, and the forme of enlarging 
it, an imitation of the ancient doclours in the 
ame, and other points of like tenour. This 
comodity at the leaſt it Will carry With it, that 
the Reader may learne to loue Without im- 
prorfe of purity, & teach his thoughts either 
to teper paſſion in the mean, or to gine the byj. 
ale only where the exceſſe cannot le faulty. Let 
the worke defend it ſelſe, and euery one paſſe 
his Cenfure-as he ſeeth cauſe . Many ( arpes 
are expected When curious eyes come a fiſhing . 
| But 


| 
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But the care is already talen, and Patience 
Waiteth at the Table , ready ts take alvay , 
when that Diſh is ſerued in, and 
malte roome for others, to ſet 
en the deſired 
Friss. 
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> MoNncsT other mournfull ac- 
A cidents ot the Paſlion ef Chriſt, 
chat Loue preſenteth it ſe}te ynto 
may memory, with which the B. 

4 Mary Magdalen Jouing our Lord 
more then her life, followed him in his jour» 
ney to his dearth , attending vpon him when 
his Diſciples fled, and being more willing te 
die with him, then they to line without him. 
But not finding the fauour, to accompany 
him in death, and loathing after him to re- 
maine in life, the fire of her true affection in- 
flame d her hart, and her inflamed hart reſol- , 
ued into ynceflant tcares: ſo that burning and ? 
bathing betweene loue and griefe, the led a 
life euer dying, and ſelt a death ncuer en- 
ding. And when he by whome ſhe liued was 
dead, and the for whome he died infor- 
cedly left aliue; ſhe pray ſed the dead os 
then 


58 S. Mary Mardalens 


tacn the liuiug; and hauing toit chat Tight of | 


her life, the deſired to d well in darkeneſſe, and 
in the ſhadow of death; chooſing Chriſtes 
Tombe for her beſt home, and his corſe for her 
chiefe comfort. For Mary (as the Euangeliſt 
layth) flood without, at the Tombe weeping. 
But (alas) how vnfortunate ischis woms , 
to whome neither life will affoard a deſired 
farewell, nor deathallow any wiſhed well- 
come? She hath abandoned the liuing, and 


choſen the company of the dead: and now it 


ſecmeth that euen the dead haue forſaken her; 
fith che corſe ſhe ſeeketh is taken away from 
ber. And this wes the cauſe that love indu- 
ced her to ſtand, and ſorrow enforced her to 
weep. Her eye was watchfull to ſeeke whome 
her hart moſt longed tocnioy, and here foot 


in a redineſſe to runne, if her eye ſhould 


chance to eſpy him. And therefore the ſtan- 
deth to be ſtill ſtirring, preſt to watch euery 
Way , and prepared to goe whither eny hope 
ſnhobld call her. But ſhe wept becauſe ſhe had 
ſuch eccafion of ſtanding; and that which 
moued her to watch was the motiue of her 
teares. For as ſhe watched to find whome ſhe 
had loſt ;ſo ſhe wept for hating loft whome 
ſhe loued, her poore evs being troubled at once 
with two contrary offices, bath to be cleare 
: in 
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in ſight the better to ſecke him, & yet cloudy 
with teares for miſſing the ſight of him. 

Yet was not this the entrance but the in- 
ereaſe of her griefe, not the beginning but the 
rene wing of her moane. For firſt ſhe mour- 
ned for the departing of his ſoule out of his 
body, and how ſhe lamented the taking of 
his body out of the graue, being punithed 
with two wrckes of her only welifare, both 
full of miſery , but the laſt without all com- 


fort. Thefirſt originall of her ſorrow grew 


becauſe ſhe could not cnioy him aliue: yet 
this ſorrow had ſome ſollace, for that ſhe ho- 
ped to haue enioyed him dead. | 


But when ſhe conſidered that his life was 2 


already loſt, and now not ſo much as bis body 
could be found, ſhe was wholy daunted with 
diſmay, fith this vnhappines admitted no 
help. She doubted leaſt the loue of her mai- 
ſter (the only port ion that her Fortune had 
left her) would ſoon languiſh in her cold breſt 
if it neither had his words to kindle it, nor 
his preſence to cheriſh it, nor ſo much as his 
dead athes to rake it vp. She had prepared 
her ſpicesand prouided her ointments, to pay 

him the laſt tribute of eternall duties. And 
though S. loſeph and Nicodemw had already be- 
ſto wed a hundred pounds of Myrrh & Aloes, 

ä which 
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which was in quantity lufncient, in quality 
of the beſt, and as well apply ed as art and de- 
uotion could deuiſe: yet ſuch was her loue, 
that ſhe would haue thought any quantity 
too litle, except hers had been added, the beſt 
in quality too meane, except hers were with 
It, and no diligence in applying it inough, 
except her ſeruice were in it. Not that ſhe 
was tharp in cenſuring chat which others had | 
done, but becauſe loue made her ſs de ſirous 
to do all her ſelfe, that though all bad beene 


done that ſhe could deuiſe, and as well as ſhe 


could with, yet vnleſſe ſhe were an Actor, it 
would nat ſuffice, ſith loue is as eager to be 
vttered in effects, as it is zealous in true affe. 
ction. She came therefore now meaning to 
embalme his corpes, as ſhe had before anoin- 
ted his fect, and topreleruethereliques of his 
body. as the only remnant of all bliſſe. And 
as in the ſpring of her felicity he had waſhed 
his feet with her teares, bewayling vnto him 
the death of her owe ſos le: ſo now ſhe came 
in the depth of her miſery, to ſhedde them 
frcſh , for the death of his body. But when 
ſhe ſary the graue open, and the body taken 
out, the labor of embalming was preuented, 
but the cauſe of her weeping increaſed; and 
he that was wanting to her obſcquies, was 
2 not 
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not wanting to her tearcs , and though ſhe 
found not whome to annoint, yet found ſhe 
whome to lament, | | 
And not without cauſe did S. Mary com- 
plaine, finding her firſt anguiſh doubled with 
a ſecond griete, and being ſurcharged with 
two moſt violent lorrowes in one afflicted 
hart. For hauing ſettled her whole affection 
ypon Chriſt, and ſummed all her deſires and 
wiſnes into the loue of his goodneſſe, as no- 
thing could equall his worthes: (a was there 
not in the whole world, either a greater bene- 
fite for her to enioy then himſelfe, or any 
greater domage poſſible then his loſſe. 

The murdering in his one death, the life 
of all lifes, left a generall death in all liuing 
creatures, and his deceaſe not only diſrobed 
our nature of her moſt royall ornaments, but 
impoueriſhed the world of all higheſt perfe- 
ctions. What mernaile therefore though her 
vehement loue to ſo lenely a Lord, being af · 
ter the wrecke of his ie, now alſo depr iued 
of his dead body, fcelc as bitter pangues for 
his loſſe, as before it taſted ioyes in his pre- 
ſence; and open as large an iſſue to teares of 
ſorrow, as euer heeretsfore to teares of con- 
tentement ? And though teares were rather 
oile them water to her flame, apterts _ 

| then 


I 
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then diminich her gr iefe: yet now being plun- 
ged in the depth of paine, ſhe yield her ſelfe 
captiue to all diſcomfort, carrying an ouer- 
throwne mind in a more enfeebled body, 
and ſtill buſy in deviſing, but euer doubtfull 
in defyning what ſhe might beſt doe. For 
vrhat could a filly woman doe but weepe, 
that floating ina ſea of cares, found neither 
eare to heare her, nor tongue to direct her, nor 
hand to help her, nor hart to pitty her in 
her deſolate caſe? True it is, that Peter and lohn 
came with her to the Tombe, and to make 
triall of ber report were both within it:but as 
they were ſpeedy in comming, and diligent 
in ſearching, ſo were they as quicke to de- 
part, and fearfull of further ſeeking. And alas, 
w hat gained ſhe by their comming, but twe 


witneſſes of her loſſe, two diſmayers of her 


hope, and two patterns of a new deſpayre? 
Loue moued them to come, but their loue 
was ſoone conquered wirh ſuch a feare, that 


it ſuffered them not to ſtay. But Mary hoping 
in deſpayre, and perſeuer ing in hope, ſtood 


without ſeare, becauſe ſhe now thought no- 


thing left that ought to be feared. For ſhe 


had loſt her maiſter to whome ſhe was ſo en- 
tirely deuoted, that he was the totall of her 


loues, the heigkt of her hopes, and the vtter- 


moſt 
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moſt of her feares, and theretore beſideshim , 
ſhe could neither loue other creature, hope 
for other comfort, nor fearc other loſſe. The 
worſt ſhe could fcare was the death of her 
body, and that ſhe rather deſired then feared, 
fith the had already Joſt the life of her ſoule, 
without which, any other life would be a 
death, and with which any other death 
would haue beenc a delight . But now fhce 
thought it better to dye then to liue, becauſe 
ſhe might happily dying find, 'whome not 
dying thc looked not to enioy, and not enioy- 
ing ſhe had little will to live, For now ſhe 
loued nothing in her life, but her loue to 
Chriſt, and if any thing did make her wil- 
ling to liue, it was only the vnwillingneſſe 
that his Image ſhould dye with her, whoſe 
likeneſſe, loue had limitted in her hart, and 
treaſured vp in her ſweetelt memoryes. And 
had ſhe not feared to breake the Table, and 
to breake open the cloſet, tro vvhich the had 
entruſted this laſt Relique of her loſt happy- 
neſſe, the violence of grief would haue melted 
her hart into inward bleeding teares, & blot- 
ted her rcemembrance vvith a fatall obliajon. 
And yet neuertheleſſe, ſhe is now in ſo imper- 
fect a ſort aliue, that it is proued true in her, 
that, Leue is 48 ſtrong as death. For what could 
E 2 death 
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death haue done more in 8. Mary, then love 
did ? Her witts were aſtoniſhed, and all her 
ſenſes ſo amazed, that in the ens finding the 
did not know, ſceing ſhe could not diſcerne, 
hearing ſhe pereeaued not, and more then all 
this, ſhe was not there where ſhe was; for ſhe 
was wholy where her Maiſter was, more 
where ſhe loued, then where the liued, & leſſe 
in her ſelfe then in his body; which not w ith- 
ſtanding where it was ſhe could not imagine. 
For the ſougbt, and as yet found not, & ther- 
fore ſtood at the Tombe weeping for it, being 
now altogeather giuen to mourning and dri- 
nen to milery. < 

But O B. Mary, by whoſe counſaile, vpon 
what hope, or with what hart, couldeſt thou 
ſtand alone, when the Diſciples were depar- 
ted ? Thou wert there once before they came, 
thou returnedſt againe at their comm ing, and 
yet now thou ſtayeſt when they are gone. Alas 
that thy Lord is not in the Tombe, thy own 
eyes haue often ſcene, the Diſciples handes 
haue felt, the empty Syndon doth avouch, 
and cannot all this winnetheeto beleeue it? 
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No no, thou wouldeſt rather condemne thy 


ownecycsof errour, and both their eyes, and 
handes of deceit., yea rather ſuſpect all teſti- 


monyes for vntrue, then notlooke whome þ| 
thou 
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thou haſt loſt, cuen there, where by no dili- 
gence he could be found. When thou thinkeſt 
of other places, and canſt not imagine any ſo 
likely as this, thou ſeekeſt againe in this, and 
though neuer ſo often ſought, it mult ſtill be 
a hauntfor hope. For when things dearcly at- 
feed: are loſt, loues nature is ncuer to be 
weary of ſearch ing, euen the ofteneſt ſearched 


corners, being more willing to thinke that all 


the ſenſes are miſtaken, then to yieldthat hope 
ſhodfld quaile. Vet now ſith it is ſo euĩdent 
that he is taken away, what ſhould moue thee 
to remaine heere where the perill is apparant 
and no profit likely ? Can the wit of one (and 
ſhea woman) wholy poſſeſſed with paſſion, 
haue more light to diſcerne daunger, then 
two witts of tvvo men, and both principall 
fauourits of the parent of all wiſcdome? Or 
if( not withſtanding the daunger ) there had 
been iuſt cauſe to encounter ĩt, were not two 
togeather, being both to Chriſt ſworn cham- 
pions, each to ether affyed friendes, and to al 
his enemyes profeſſed foes, more likely to haue 
preuailed, then one feminine hart, timerous 
by kind, and already amazed with this dread- 

full accident? 
But alas, why de I vrge her with reaſon, 
Whoſc reaſon is altered into loue, and that 
| E 3 iudgeth 
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iudgeth it tolly to tollow ſuch reaſon, as 
Should any way impayre her loue ? Her 
thoughtes were areſted by eucry threed of 
Chriſts Syndon, & the was captiue in ſo ma- 
ny priſons, as the Tombe had memories of her 
loft maiſter: Loue being her Iailer in them all 
and nothing able to ranſome her, but the re- 
couery of her Lord. What meruaile then 
though the Apoftles examples drew her not 
away, whome lo violent a louc enforced to 
remayne, which preſcribing lawes both to 
wit and will, is guided by no other law but 
it ſelfe? She could not thinke of any feare, 
nor ſtand in fcare of any force. Loue armed 


her againſt all hazardes, and being already 


wounded with the greateſt griefe, she had no 
leaſure to remember any leſſer euill. Yea ſhe 
had forgotten all th inges, and her ſelfe among 
all thinges; only mindtull of him, whome the 
loued abcue all thinges. And yet her loue by 
reaſon of her loſſe, drowned both her mind 
and memory ſo deep in ſorrow. and ſo buſyed 
her wits in the conceit of his abſence, that all 
remembrance of his former promiſes, was di- 
uerted with thethrong of preſet diſcomfort. 
and ſhe ſeemed to haue forgotten aiſo him be- 
fades whome (he remembred nothing. For 


doubtleſſe had thee remembred him as shee 
zhould 
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Hould, ſhe would not haue now thought the 
Tombe a fit place to ſceke him, neither would 
she mournefor him as dead, and remoued by 
others force, but joy in him as reuiued, and 
riſen by his owne power. For she had often 
forecould both the manner of his death, and 
the day of his reſurrection . But (alas) let her 
heauines excuſe her, and the vawontednefle 
ofthe miracle plead her pardon, fith dread & 
amazement hath dulicd her ſen ſes, d iſtempe- 
red her thoughtes, diſcouraged her hopes, a- 
waked herpaſſions, and left her ns other liber- 
ty but only to weep: 

She wept therfore, being only able to weep. 
And, 4s she was weeping, she ſtouped dewne, and loo- 
bed into the Monument, and she ſaw two Angells in 
white, ſitting one at the head, and another at the feet , 
where the body of Teſus had beene laid. They ſayd vnto 
her, V/omau why weepeſt thou? 

OB. Mary, thy good hap exceedeth thy 
hope, and where thy laſt ſorrow was bred, 
thy firſt ſuccour ſpringeth . Thou diddeſt ſeek 
but one, and thou haſt found ewo. A dead bo- 
dy was thycrrand, and thou haſt light vpon 
two aliue. Thy wecping wasfora man, & thy 
teares haue obtained Angels. Suppreſſe now 
thy ladneſſe, and refresh thy hart with this 
good fortune. Theſe Angels inuite thee to a 
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parley, they ſeeme to take piity ot thy caſe, & 
it may be they haue ſome happy tidings ts tel 
t hee. Thou haſt hitherto ſought in vainc,as 
one either vnſeenec, or vaknowne ,at the lcalt 
vnregarded, ſith the party thou ſeekeſt, nei- 
ther tendreth thy teares, nor anſwereth thy 
cryes, not relenteth with thy lamenting. Ei- 
ther he doth not heare, or he will not help, 
he hath perdauenture left to loue thee, and is 
loath to yield the reliefe, and therefore take 
ſuch comfort as thou ſindeſt, ſith thou arr not 
ſo lucky, as to find that which thou couldeſt 
wvish. Remember what they are, here they 
ſit, from whence they come, and to whome 
they ſpeake* L hey are Angells of peace, nei- 
ther (ene without cauſc, nor ſcene but of fa- 
uour. They ſit in the Tombe, to shew that 
they are no ſtrangers to thy loſſe. VYhey come 
from Heauen, from whence all happy ne wet 
deſcendeth. They ſpeak to thy ſelfe, as though 
they had ſome ſpeciall Embaſſage to deliuer 
vnto thee. Acke them therfore of thy Maiſter, 
for they are likclicſt to returne thee a deſired 
anſwere. Thou kneweſt him too well te 
thinkethat hell hath deuoured him, thou haſt 
long ſought, and haſt not found him in earth, 
and hat place ſo fit for him as to be in Hea- 


uen? Aske therefore of thoſe Angells that 


came 
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came newly from thence, and it may be their 
report will highly pleaſe thee. Or ift hou art 
reſolued to continue thy lecking , who can 
better help thee then they that are ſo ſwift as 
thy thought, as faichtull as thy owne hart, and 
as louing to thy Lord as thou thy ſelfe? Take 
ther fore thy good hap, leaſt it be taken away 
from thee, and content thee with Angells, ſich 
thy Ma iſter hath ginen thee ouer. 


But alas what meanes this change, and 


how hapneth this ſtrange alteration? The 


ty me hath bcene that fewer tears would haue 
wrought greater effects, ſhorter ſecking haue 
ſooner found, and leſſe payne haue procured 
more pitty. The tyme hath beene that thy an- 
noynt ing his feete, was accepted and pray ſed, 
thy waſhing them with cearcs highly com- 
mended , and thy wyping them with thy 
haire, moſt courteouſly conſtrued. How then 
doth it now fall out, that having brought 
thy {weet Oyles,to annoynt his whole bo- 
dy, hauing ſhed as many tesres, as would 
haue waſhed more then hisfeerc, and having 
not onely thy baire but thy heart ready to 
ſcrue him, he is not moued with all theſe du - 
tics, ſo much as once te afford thee his fight? 
Is it net he that reclaimed thee from thy wan- 
during courſes, that diſpoſſeſſed thee of thy dã- 
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ned inhabitants, and trom the wiles of ſin, 
recouered thee into the fold and family of his 
flocke ? Was not thy houſe his home, his loue 
thy life, thy ſelfe his diſciple? Did not he de- 
fend t hec againſtthe Phariſie, plead for thee 
againſt luſas, and excuſe thee to thy ſiſter? In 
ſumme, was not he thy patron and protector 
in all thy neceſſityes? 

O good leſu what hath thus eſtranged thee 
from her? Thou haſt heretofere ſo pittied her 
teares, that ſeing them thou couldeſt not re- 
fray ne thyne. In one of her greateſt agonyes 
for loue of ber, that ſo much loued thee, thou 
didſt recall her dead brother to life, rurning 


her complaint into vnexpected contentment. 


And we know that thou doeſt not vſe to alter 
courſe without cauſe, nor tochaftice with - 
out deſert. Thou art the firſt that inuiteſt, 
and the laſt that forſakeſt, neuer leauing hut 
firſt left, and euer offering, til thou art retuſed. 
How then hath ſhe forfayted thy fauour ? Or 
with what treſpaſſe hath ſhee earned thy ill 
will? That fſhe neuer left to lone thee, her 
heart will depoſe, her hand will ſubſcribe, 
her tongue will proteſt, her teares will teſtiſie 
and her ſceking doth aſſure. 14 
And alas, is her particuler caſe ſo farre from 
example, that theu ſhould ſt rather alter thy 
nature 
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nature, then ſhe better her fortune, and be to 
her as thou art to no other? For our partes 
ſince thy laſt ſhew of liking to w ardes her, we 
found no other fault in her, but that ſhe was 
the catlieſt vp to ſceke thee, readieſt to an- 
noynt thee, and when ſhee la we that 
thou wert remooued, ſhee forth with did 
weep for thee, and preſently went for help 
to find thee. And wheras thoſe two that the 
brought, being le ſſe care ful of thee, then tears 
full of themſelues, vwahcn they had ſeen what 
ſhe had ſayd, ſodainly ſhrunke away; behould 
the (till ſtayeth, ſhe ſtill leeketh, ſhe ſtill wee- 
peth. If this be a fault, we cannot deny but 
this ſhe doth, and to this ſhe perſwadeth:; 
yea this the neyther meaneth to amend, nor 
requeſt thee to forgiue: if therefore thou rec- 
koneſt this as puniſhable, puniſhed the mult 
be, ſith no excuſe hath effect where the fact 
pleadeth guilty . But if this import not any 
offence. but a true affection, and be rather a 
good deſire then an euill deſert, why art thou 
lo hard a Iudge to ſo {oft a creature, requiring 
her loue with thy loſſe, and ſuſpending her 
hopes in this vnhappines? Are not theſe thy 
words; I loue thoſe that loue me, and who watcheth 
early for me shall find me? Why then doth not this 
woman find thcc, that was vp ſo early to 
watch 
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watch for thee? Why docti thou not with like 
repay her, that beſtoweth vpon thee her 
whole loue, fith thy word is her warrant, and 
thy promiſe her due debt? Art thou leſſe mo- 
ued with theſe tearcs that ſhe ſheddeth for 
thee her only Maiſter, then thou wert with 
thoſe that the ſhed before thee for her deceaſed 
brother? Or doth her lone to thy ſeruaunt 


more pleaſe thee, then her loue to thy ſelfe? 


Our loue to others muſt not be to them, but 
to thee in them. For he loueth thee ſo much 
the leſſe, that loueth any tbing with thee, that 
he loucth nor for thee. If therefore ſhe then 
deſerued well for louing thee in another, the 
deſerueth better now for louing thee in thy 
ſelfe: aud if indeed thou loueſt thoſe that loue 
thee, make thy word good to her, that is ſo 
farre in loue with thee. Of thy ſelfe thou haſt 
ſayd, that thou art, The ay, the trutb, and the life. 
F then theu art a way eaſie to find and neuer 
erring, how doth ſhe miſſe thee? If a life gi- 
uing life and neuer ending, why is the ready 
to dy for thee? If a true promiſing truth and 
neuer failing, how is ſhe bercaued of thee? For 
if what thy tongue did ſpeake, thy truth will 
auerre, the will neuer aske more to make her 
moſt happy. Remember that thou ſaydſt to 


her ſiſter, that Mary bad choſen the beſt part. 
; which 
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which sbould not be taken ſrom her. That ſhe choſe 
the belt part is out of queſtion, ſith ſhe made 


choyſe of nothing but only of thee. But how - 


can it be verified, that this part ſhall not be 
taken from her, ſit h thou that art this part, are 
already taken away? If the could haue kept 
thee, ſhe would not haue loſt cher, and had it 
beene in her power, as it was in her will, ſhe 
would neuer haue parted from thee : and 
might ſhe now be reſtored to thy preſence, ſhe 
would trie all Fortunes rather then forgoe 
thec. Sith therefore the ſeeketh nothing but 


what ſhe choſe, and the loſſe of her cho ice is 


the only cauſe of her combat; either vouch- 
ſafe thou to keep this beſt part ſhe choſe; 
or I ſce not how it can be true, that it ſhall 
not be taken from her. But thy meaning hap- 
pily was, that though it be taken from her 
eyes, yet it ſhould neuer be taken from her 
hart, and it may be thy in ward preſence lup · 
plyeth thyne out ward abſence: yet I can hard- 
ly thinke, but that if S. Mary had thee within 
ker, ſhe could feele it, and if ſhe felt it, the 
would neuer ſecke thee, Thou art too boat a 
fire to be in her boſome, and not to burne her, 
and thy light is to great, to leaue her mind in 
this darkneſſe if it ſhined in her. In true lo- 
uers euery part is an eye, and cuery thought a 
looke 


— . — —— — 4 


72 S. Mary Magdalens 


looke, and therefore fo lwect an obiect 2 


mongſt ſo many eyes, and in ſo great a light, 


could neuer ly ſo hidden but loue would eſpy 


it. No no, if Mary had thee, her innocent 
hart neuer taught to diſſemble, could not ma- 
ke complaint the outſide of a concealed com- 
fore, neyther would the turne her thoughts to 
paſture in a dead mans Tombe, if at home ſhe 
might bid them to ſo heauenly a banquet. 
Her loue would not haue a thought to ſpare, 
nor a minute to ſpend, in any other action 
then in enioying of thee , whome ſhe knew 
too well, to abridge the leaſt part in her from 
ſo high a happineſſe. For her thirſt of thy pre- 
ſence was lo excceding, and the fea of thy 
ioyes ſo wel able to affoard her a full draught, 
that though cuery parcell in her ſhould take 
in a whole tyde of thy delights, she would 
thinke them too few to quiet her deſires. Vea 
doubtles if she had thee within her, she would 
not enuy the fortune of the richeſt Empreſſe, 
yea she would more reioyce to be thy Tombe 


in earth then a throne in heauen, and diſdaine 


to be a Saint if she were worthy to be but thy 
shrine. 1 

But peraduenture it is nov with her mind, 
a5 it was with the Apoſtles eyes, and as they 
ſceing thee walke vpen the ſca, tooke thee 


for 
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for a Ghoſt; ſo she ſceing thee in her heart, 
deemeth thee but a fancy, being yet better ac- 
quainted with thy bodily shape, then with 
thy ſpirituall power. 

But O B. Mary, it ſeemeth too ſtrang that he 
whom thou feckeſt, and for whom thou we- 
peſt, should thus giue thee ouer, to theſe payn- 
full fits, if in thee he did not ſee a cauſe for 
which he will not be ſeene of thee. Still thy 


playnt & ſtint thy weeping, fer I doubt there 


is ſome treſpaſſe in thy tcares, and ſome ſinne 
in thy ſorrow. Doeſt thou not remember his 
words to thee and to other women, when he 
layd : Dauębters of Ieruſalem weep not vpon me, but 
weep vpen your ſelues, and vpon your Children? What 
meaneſt thou then to continue this courſe ? 
Doth he forbid thy teares, and wilt thou not 
forbeare them? Is it no fault to infring his 


| will, or is not that his will, that his words do 


import? The fault muſt be mended, ere the 
pennance be realeaſed, and therefore eyther 
ceaſe to weepe, or neuer hope to ſind. But I 
kno w this Logicke little pleaſe th thee, and I 


might as ſoone win thee to forbeare liuing, as 


to leaue wee ping. 

Thou wilt ſay, that though hee forbad thee 
to weepe for him, yet hee left thee free, to 
wecp for thy ſelfe; and fith thy loue _ 

Mace 
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made thee one with him, thou weepeſt but 


for thy ſelfe when thou weepeſt for him. But 


I antwcre thee againe , that becauſe he is one 


with thee, and thy weeping for him hath bin | 


forbidden thce , thou canſt not weepe for thy 


ſcife, but his words will condemne thee. For 
if thou and he are one, for which ſocuer thou 
weepelt it is all one, and therefore ſith for him 
thou mayſt not weepe, forbearc all weeping, 
leaſt it hould offend . | | 


Yea but(ſayft thou) to barre me from wee- | 


ping, is to abridge me of liberty, and reſtraint 


of liberty is a penalty, andcuery penalty ſup- 


poſcth ſome offence: but an offence ir is not 
to weepe for my ſelfe, for he would neuer 
commaund it, if it were not lawyfull to do it. 


The fault therefore muſt be, in being one 


with him, that maketh the weeping for my 
ſelfe a weeping allſo for him. And if this be 
a fault, I will neuer amend it; and let them 
that thinke ſo, do pennance for it: for my 
part, ſi th I haue loſt my mirth, I will make 
much of my ſorrow, and ſith I haue no ioy 
but in teares, I may law fully ſhed them. Ney- 
ther thinke I his former word, a warrant #- 
gainſt his later deed . And what need had 
he to weep vpon the Croſſe, but for our ex- 
ample, which if ic were good for him to giue, 
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it cannot be cuill for me to follow? No no, it 
is not my weeping that cauſeth my loſſe, ſith 
a world of eyes, and a ſca of teares could not 


worthily be waile the loſſe of ſuch a Maiſter. 


Yet ſince, neithet thy ſecking findeth, nor 


thy weeping preuayleth, ſatisfy thy ſelf with 


the fight of Angells. Demaund the cauſe of 
their comming, and the reaſon of thy Lords 
temoue, and ith they firſt offer thee occaſion 
of parley, be not thou too dainty of thy diſ- 


courſe. It may be they can calme thy ſtormes, 


and quiet thy vnreſt, and therefore conceale 
not from them thy ſore, leſt thou looſe the be- 


nefit of their emplaiſter. But nothing can 


moue B. Mary to admit comfort, or entertain 
any company; for to one alone, and for euer 
ſhe hath vowed her ſelfe: and except it be to 
h im, ſhe will neither lend her care long to o- 
thers, nor borrow others help, leaſt by ſee- 
king to allay her ſmart , ſhe ſhouid leſſen her 
loue , But draw ing into her mind all penſiue 
conceits, ſhe muſeth and pincth in a conſu- 
ming languor, taking comfort in nothing but 
in being comfortleſſe. 

Alas, ſayth she, ſmall is the light that a ſtar 
can yield when the Sunne is do we; and a 
ſorry exchange to go gather crums after the 
loſſe of a heauenly repaſt. My eyes are not vſed 

to 
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to lee by the glimes of a ſparke: and in ſeeking 
the Sunne it is either needleſſe, or bootleſſe 
to borrow the light of a candle, ſith either it 
mult bewray it ſelfe with the ſelfe light, or 
no other light can euer diſconer ir. If they 
come to disburen me of my heauyneſſe, their 
comming will be burdenſome vnto me, and 
they will load me more while they labour 
my rel icfe. They cannot perſwade me, that 
my maiſter is not loſt, for my owne eyes will 
diſproue them. They can leſſe tell me where 
he may be found, for they would not be ſo 
ſimple to be ſo long from bim: or if they can 
for beare him, ſurcly they do not know him, 
whomenone can truly know, and liue long 
without him. All their demurres would be 
tedious, and diſcourſes irkeſome . Impaire 
my loue they might, but appay it they could 
not, te which he that ficlt accepted the debt is 
the only payment. They either want power, 
will, or leaue to tell me my defire, or at the 


firſt word they would haue done it, ſith An- 


gels are uot vſed to idle ſpeaches, & to me all 
talke is idle, that doth not tell me of my mai- 
ſter. They know not where he is, and there- 


fore they are come to the place where he laſt | 


was, making the Tombe their heauen, and 
the remembrance of his preſence the food of 


their 
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their felicity . Wnatſocuer they could tel me, 
if they told me not of him, end whatſocuer 
they ſhould tell me of him, if they told me 
not where he were, both their telling and my 
hearing were but a waſting of ty me. I nei- 
ther came to ſee them, nor deſire to heare the, 
I came not to ſee Angells, but him that made 
both me and Angells, and to Whome I owe 
more then both to men and Angels. 

And to thee I appeale, O moſt louing 
Lord, whether my afflicted hart do not truly 
defray the tribute of an vndeuided Loue. To 
| thee I appeaſe, whether I haue ioyned any 
partner with thee in the {mall poſſeſſion of 
my poore ſelfe. And I would to God | were 

as priuy where thy body is, as thou art, who 
is only Lord and owner of my ſoule. 

But alas ſweet Ieſu, where thou wert thou 
art not, & where thou art I know not: wret= 
ched is the caſe that I am in, and yet how to 
better it I canotimagine. Alas O my only de- 
fire, why haſt thou lefe me waucriog in theſe 
yncertaintyes,and in how wild a maze wan- 
der my doubtfull and perplexed thoughts? If 
I ſtay heere where he is not, I (hall neuer find 
him. If would go further toſccks, I know 
net whither. To leaue the Tombe is a death, 
and to ſtand helples by it, is an vncurable di- 
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ſcaſe, ſo that all my comfort is now conclu- 
ded in this, that I am left free to choſe whe- 
ther I will ſtay without help, or go without 
hope, that is in effect, with what torment J 
will end my life. And yet euen this were too 
happy a choice for ſo vnhappy a creature. If I 
might be chooſcr of my ewne death, o how 
quickly ſhould that choice be made, and how 
willingly would I runne to that execution? 
I would be nailed to the ſame croſſe, with the 
ſame nayles, and in the ſame place: my hart 
should be wounded with his ſpeare, my head 
with his thornes, my body with his whips: 
Finally I would taſte all bis torments, and 
tread all his embrued and bloudy ſteps. 

But O ambitious thoughts, why gaze you 
vpon ſo high a felicity ? Why th inke you of ſo 
glor ĩous a death, that are priuy to ſo infamous 
a life? death alas I deſerue, yea not one but in- 
finite deaths. But ſo ſweet a death, ſeaſoned | 
with ſ@ many comforts,the very inſtruments | 
whereof were able to rayſe the deadeſt corps, || 
and purify the moſt defiled ſoule, were too 
ſmall a ſcourge for my great offences. And 
therfore I am left to feele ſo many deaths as I 
liuc hourcg, & to paſſe as many pangues, as I 
haue thoughts of my loſle, which are as ma- 
nyas there are minutes, and as violent as if 
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they were all in cucry one. But ſith I can nei- 
ther dye as he dyed, nor liue wherc he lyeth 

dead,; I will liue out my living death by 

his graue, and dye on my dying life by his 
ſweete Tombe. Better is it after loſſe of his 
body to loek to his ſepulcher, then after loſſe 
of the one, to leaue the other to be deſtroyed. 

No no, though I haue beene robbed of the 
Saint, Iwillat the laſt haue care of the shrine 
which though it be ſpeyled of the moſt ſope- 
raigne hoaſt, yet shall it be the Altar where J 

will dayly ſacrifice my hart, and offer vp my 
teares. 

Heere will I euer lead, yea heere do ! 
meane to end my wretched life, that I may at 
the leaſt be buxyed by the Tombe of my Lord, 
and take my iron ſleep neere this couch of 
Rone,which his preſence had made theplace 
of ſweeteſt repoſe. 1 

It may be alſo that this empty Symden ly- 
ing heere to no vie, and this Tombe being o- 
pen without am in it, may giue occaſion to 
ſome mercifull hart, that shall firſt light vpon 


my vnburied body, to wrap me in his shroud, 


and to enterre me in this Tombe. 
O too fortunate a lot, for ſoynfortunate a 
woman to crauc : no no, I do not er aue it. 


For alas I dare not, yet if ſuch a fnafull ouer - 
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fght ſhould be committed, | do now before 
hand, forgiue that fianer, & were it no more 
preſumption to wiſhitalinc then to ſuffer it 
dead, if I knew the party that ſhould firſt paſſe 
by me, I would wooe him with my teares, & 
hire him with my praycrs, to bleſſe me with 
this felicity . And though I dare not wiſh any 
to do it, yet this without offence I may lay to 
all, that I louc this Synden aboue all cloathes in 
the world, and this Tombe I eſteeme more 
then any Princes monument: yea, & I thinke 
that corſe highly fauoured, that ſhall ſucceed 
my Lord in it: & for m part as I meane, that 
the ground, where | ſtand ſhallbe my death- 
bed, ſo am I not of lacob mind to haue my bo- 
dy buryed ſar from the place where it dyeth, 
but euen in the next and readyeſt graue, and 
that as ſoone as my breath fay leth, ſith delayes 
are booteleſſe, where death hath wen poſſeſ- 
fion. E 

But alas I dare notſay any more, let my 
body take ſuch fortune as Befalleth it: my 
ſoule at the leaſt ſhall dwell in this ſweet Pa- 


radiſe, and from this brittle caſe of fleſn and 


bloud paſſe preſently into the glorious Tom- 
be of God and man. It is now cnwrapped in 
a maze of corruption, it ſhall then enioy a 
place of high perfection: whereit is now, it is 
gt = more 
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more by force then by choice, and like a repi- 


ning priſoner in a loathed goale. But there 
in little roome it ſhould find perfect reſt, and 
in the priſon of death, the liberty of a ioyfull 
life 8 8 

Of ſweet Tombe of my ſweeteſt Lord, 


Wuile I liue I will tay by thee: when I dye, 


will cleaue vnto thee, neither aliue nor dead, 
will I euer be drawne from thee. Thou art 
the Altar of mercy, the Temple of truth, the 
Sanctuary of ſafety, the graue of death, & the 
cradle of eternall life. O heauen my eclip- 
ſed Sunne, receaue vnto thee this ſilly ſtarre 
that hath now allo loft all wiſhed light. O 
Whale that haſt ſwallowed my only lenas, 
ſwallowalſo me, more worthy to be thyprey, 
ſith I and not he, was the cauſe of this bloudy 
tempeſt. O Ceſterne of my innocent Ioſeph, 
take me into thy drye bottome, ſith I, and not 
be, gaue iuſt cauſe of offence to my enraged 
brethren . But alas, in what cloud haſt thou 
hidden the light of our way? Vpon what 
ſhoare haſt thou caſt vp the preacher of all 
truth? Or to what Iſmaelite haſt thou yeelded 


the purueiour of our life? 


Oh vahappy me, why did I not before 
thinke of that which I now aske? Why did I 


leaue him when I had him, thus to lament 
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him, now that I haue loſt him? If had wat. 


ched with perſeuerance, either none would 
haue taken him, or they ſhould haue taken ne 


with him. 


But through too much preciſeneſe in 
keeping the la w, L haue loſt the la w-miker, 


by being too ſerupulous in obleruing his ce- 
remonyes, I am proucd irreligious in loofing 


himſelfe, ſith I hould rather haue remained 
with the truth then forſaken it, to ſolemnize 
the figure. The Sabboth could not haut been 


prophaned in ſtanding by his corſe, by which 


the prophaneſt thinges are ſanctifyed, and 


whoſe touch doth not defile the cleane, but 


cleanſeth the moſt defiled. 
But when it was tyme to ſtay, I departed: 
When it was too late to help, I returned : and 


now I;repent my folly, when it cannot be 


amended. But let my hart diſſolue into ſighs 


myne eyes melt in teares, & my deſolate ſoule 


languich in diſlikes: yea let all that I am and 
haue, indure the deſerved puniſhment, that if 
he were incenſed with my fault, he may be 


:appeaſcd with my pennance, and returnevp=- 
on the amendment that fled from theoffence. / 


Thus when her timorous conſcience 
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her tongue enforced the euidence with theſe 
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bitter accuſations. Louc, that was now the 
only vmpire in all her caulcs, condemned her 
eyes to a freſh ſno wre of teares, her brealt to a 
new ſtorme of ſighes, and her loule to be per- 
petuall priſoner to reſtleſſe ſorrowes. 

But O B. Mary, thou deceiueſt thy ſelfe 
in thy owne deſires, and it well appeareth, 
that exceſſe of grief, hath bred in thee a defect ö 
of due prouidence. 

And wouldeſt thou indeed haue thy wi- 
ſhes come to paſſc, & thy word fulfilled : Tell 


me then, Ipray thee, if thy hart were diflol- 


ved, where wouldeſt thou harbor thy Lord? 
What wouldeſt thou offer him? how would- 
eſt thou loue him? 

Thy eyes haue loſt him, thy hands cannot 
fecle him, thy feere cannot follow him, and 


If it be at all in thee, it is thy heart that bath 
him, and wouldſt thou now baue that diſſol- 
ued, from thence allſo to exile him? And if 


thy eyes were melted , thy ſoule in languor, 
and thy ſenſes decayed, how wouldſt thou {ce 


him, it hee did appeare? how ſhouldſt thou 


hearc him, if he did ſpeake? how couldſſ thou 


know him, though he were there preſent? 


Thou thinłkeſt happily that he loucth thee 


ſo well, that if thy heart were ſpent for his 
loue, he would eyther lend his owne heart 
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yatothee, or create a acw ncart in thee, bet- 
ter then that Which thy ſorrow tooke trom 
thee . It may be, thou imagineſt , that if thy 


ſoule would giue place, his ſoule wanting 


now a body, would enter into thync, with 
ſupply of all thy ſenſes, and releaſe of thy lor- 
rowes. | 

O B. Mary, thou didſt not marke what thy 
maiſter was wont to ſay, when he told thee , 
that the third day he ſhould rile againe. For 
if thou hadſt heard him, or at leaſt vuderſtood 
him, thou wouldeſt not thinke, but that hee 
new yſcth both his heart and ſoule in the life 


of his owne body. And there fore repaire to 


the Angels, and enquire more of them, leaſt 
thy Lord be diſpleaſed, that comming from 
him thou wilt not entertayne them. 

But B. Mary, whoſe deuotions were all fixed 
vpon a nobler Saint, and that had fo ſtraight- 


Iy bound her thoughts to his onely affection, 


that tbe rather deſired to vnknow whom the 
knew already, then to burden her mind with 
the knowledge of new acquaintance, could 
not make her will, long fince poſſeſſed with 
the higheſt love, ſtoupe to the acceptance of 
meaner fried ſhip. And for this though ſhe did 
not skornfully reiect, yet did ſhe with humi- 
lity refuſe the Angells company, thinking it 

no 
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no diſcourteſie to take her iclfe from them, 


for to giue her ſelfe more wholly to her Lord, 
to whom bath ſhe and they were wholly de- 
uoted, and ought moſt loue and greateſt duty. 
Sorrow alſo being now the onely interpreter 
of all that ſenſe, deliuered to her vnderſtan- 
ding, made her conſtrue their demaund in a 
more doubt full then true meaning. 

If({ayth she) they came to cale my affli tion, 
they could not be ignorant of the cauſe: and 
if they were nat ignorant of it, they would 
neuer aske it: why then did they ay , VF oman 
why weepeſt thou? | 
If their queſtion did import a prohibition, 
the neceſſity of the oceaſion doth counter- 
maund their counſaile, and fitter it were they 
ſhould weep with me, then I in not weeping 
obey them. 

If the Sunne were aſhamed to ſhew his 
brightneſſe, when the Father of lights wss 
darkned with ſuch diſgrace : If the heauens 
diſcolouring their beautyes, ſuted themſelues 


to their Makers fortune: It the whole frame 


of nature were almoſt diſſolucd to ſee the Au- 
thor of nature ſo vnnaturally abuſed: why 
may not Angells, that beſt knew the indigni- 
ty of the caſe, make vp a part in this lamen- 
table Conſort? And eſpecially now, that by 
the 
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the loſſe of his body, the cauie of weeping is in 
creaſcd,& yet the number of mourners leſſen- 
ed; {ith the Apoſtles are fled, all his friends a- 
fraid, & poore I left alone to 8 the teares 
of all creatures? O who will giue water to my head, 
and à ſountayne of teares ynto my eyes, that I may weep 
day and night, and neuer ceaſe weeping. O my Lord 
thy griefe was the greateſt that euer was in 
man, and my griefe as great as euer hapned 
to woman: for my louc hath carued me no 

- ſmall portion of thine ,thy loſſe hath redoub- 
led the torment of my owne,and all creatures 
ſeeme to haue made ouer to me theirs, leauing 
me as the vicegerent of all the ir ſorrow , Sor- 

row with me at leaſt, thou O Tombe, and 
thaw into teares you hardeſt ſtones, The tyme 
is now come, that you are licenſed to ery, and 
bound to recompẽce the ſilence of your Lords 
Diſciples, of hom he himſelfe ſayd to the 
Phariſies, that if they held their peace, the 
very ſtones ſhould cry for them. Now there- 
fore ſith feare hath locked vp their lips, and 
ladneſſe made them mute, let the ſtones cry 
out againſt the murderers of my Lord, & be- 
wray the robbers of his ſacred body. 

And I feare that were it well kuowne,who 
hath taken him away, there is no ſtene lo 
ſtony, but ſhould haue cauſe to lament. 
REN? It 


t 
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It was doubtleſſe the ſpite of ſome malici- 
ous Phariſie, or bloudy Scribe, that not con- 
tented with thole torments, that hee ſuffered 
in life ( of which cuery one to any other 
would haue becnc a tyrannicall death) hath 


now ſtolne away his dead body, to practiſe 


ypon it ſome ſauage cruelty, and toglut their 
pittileſſe eyes, and brutiſh hearts with the vn- 
naturall vſage of his helpleſſe corps. O yee 
rockes and ſtones, if cuer you mult ery out , 
now it is high tyme, ſith the light, the life, 
and the Lord of the world is thus darkned, 
maſſacred, and outragiouſly miſuſed. | 
Doth net his tongue, whoſetruth is ins 
fallible , and whoſe word omnipotent, com- 
maunding both windes and (eas, and neuer 


diſebe ĩed of the moſt inſenſible creaturs, pro- 


mile to arme the world , and to makethe 
whole earth to ſight againſt the ſenſeleſſę 
perſons in defence of theiuſt? And who more 
juſt then our Lord of iuſt ice? who more ſen- 
celeſſe then his barbarous murtherers, whoſe 
inſatiable thirſt of his innocent bloud, could 
not be ſtaunched with their cruel bntcherin 
him at his death, vnleſſe they proceeded fur- 
ther in this helliſh impicty to his dead body, 
Why then do not all creatures addreſſe them- 
ſelucs to reuenge ſo iuſt a quarrell, th 
enle- 
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38 S. Mary Magdalene 
ſenſeleſſe wretches, left of all reaſon, forſaken 


of humanity. and bereaued of all feeling both 


of God and man? 

O B. Mary, why doeſt thou thus torment 
thy ſelte with theſe tragicall ſurmiſes? Doeſt 
thou thinke that the Angells would ſit ſtill, if 
there maiſter were Bot well? Did they ſerue 
him after his faſting, and would they deſpiſe 
him after his deceaſe? Did they comfort him 
before he was apprehended, and would none 
defend him when he was dead? If in the gar- 
den he might haue had twelue Legions of 
them, is his power ſo quite dead with his bo- 
dy, that he ceuld not now commaund them? 
Was there an Angell found to help Daniel to 
his dinner, to ſaue Toby from the fiſh, yea and 
to defend Balaams poore beaſt from his may- 
ſters rage, and is the Lord of Angels of ſo little 
reckoning, that if his body ſtood in need, ne- 
wr en Angell would defend it? Thou ſeeſt 
two heere preſent to honor his Tombe, and 
how much more careful] would they be to 
do homage to his perſon ? Beleeue not Mary 
that they would (mile, if thon haddeſt ſuch 
occaſion to weep. They would not ſo glori- 
ouſly ſhinc in white, if a black and mourning 
. weed did better become them, or were a fit- 

, terliuery for their may ſter to giue, or them to 
Weare 
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wearc, Veeld nut more to thy vncertain feare 
& deceiued loue, then to their aſſured knows 
ledge and ncuer erring charity. Can a mate- 
rialeye ſee more then a heauenly ſpirit, or the 
glimmceringof thy twilight giue better ayme 
then the beames of their Eterpall Sunne? 
Would they ( tainkeſt thou) waite vpon the 
winding ſheet, while the corſe were abuſed, 
cr be hecre for thy comfort, it their Lord did 
need their ſcruicc? No no, he was neither 
any theeues booty, nor Phariſies prey, ney- 
ther are the Angells ſo careleſſe of him, as thy 
ſuſpicion preſumeth . And if their preſence 
& demeanour cannot alter thy conceit, looke 
vpon the cloathes, and they will teach thee 
thineerror, and clearc theeof thy doubt. 

Would any th ĩc fe thinkeſt thou haue been 
ſo religious, as to haue ſtolne the body and 
left the cloathes; yea, Would he haue been ſo 
venturous, as to haue ſtaĩed the vnſkrowding 
of the corſe, the well ordering of the ſheetes 
and ſolding vp the napkins ? Thou kneweſt 
that myrrh maketh linnen cleaue as faſt, 
as pitch or glue: and was a thiefe at ſo much 
leaſure, as to diſſolue the myrrh and vncloath 
the dead? what did the watch while the ſea» 
les were broken, the Tombe opened, the bo- 
dy vnfolded, all other things ordered as now » 

thou 
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thou ſceſt? And if all this cannot yet perſwa- 
de thee, belecue at the laſt thy owe experien- 
ce. When thy Mayſter was ſtripped at the 
croſſe, thou knoweſt that bis only garment 
being congcaled to his goary back, came not 
of without many partes of hisskin, & doubt- 
leſſe would haue torne off many more, if he 
had beene annointed with myrrh : Looke 
then into che ſheet, whether there remaine 
any parcell of skin, or any one haire of his 
head: and ſith there is none to be ſonnd be- 
lee ue ſome better ifſuc of thy maiſters abſence 
then thy feare ſuggeſteth. A guilty conſcience 
doubteth want of tyme, and therefore dil- 


patcheth haſtily. It is in hazard to be diſco- 
uered, and therfore practiſeth in darkneſſe & 


ſecreſic. It euer worketh in extreme feare, and 
therefore hath no leyſure to place thinges or- 
derly. But to vn wrap ſo mangled a body, out 
of myrrhed cloathes, without tearing of any 
skin or leauing on any mirb, is a thing either 
to ma impoſſible or not ĩmpoſſible to be done 
with ſuch ſpeed, without light or help, and 
with ſo good order. Aſſure thy ſelfetherfore, 
that if either of malice, or by fraud, the corſe 
had beene remoued , the linnen and-myrrh 
ſhould neuer haue beene left: and neither 
could the Angels looke ſo chearfully, nor the 
* cloathes 
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clothes ly ſo orderly, but to import ſome hap- 
pyer aee ident, then thon conceaueſt. | 
But to free thee more from feare, conſi- 
der theſe wordes of the Angells, VVoman why 
| weepeſl thou? For what do they ſignify, but as 


much in effect as if they had ſayd: Where An- 


gells reioyce, it agreeth not that a weman 
thould weep , and where heauenly eyes are 
witneſſe of joy, no mortall eye ſhould con- 
trolc them withteſtimonyes of ſorrow? With 


more then a manly courage thou dideſt be- 


fore thy comming, arme thy feet to runne a= 
mongſt ſwordes, thy armes to romoue huge 
loades, thy body to endure all Tyrants rage, & 
thy ſoule to be ſeuered with violent tortures: 
KX art thou now ſuch awomaenthat thou canſt 
not command thy eyes to forbeare teares ? If 
thou wert a true Diſciple, ſo many proofes 
would perſwade thee, but now thy incredu - 
lous humour maketh thee vn worthy of that 
ſtile; and we can affoard thee no better title 
then a woman, and therefore O woman, and too 
much a woman, why weepeſt thou? 

Lf there were any corſe, we might thinke 
that ſorrew for the dead enforced thy tearcs, 
but now that thou findeſt it a place of the li- 
uing, v hy doeſt thou heer ſtand weeping for 
the dead ? p 
G Is 


ot S. Mary Ma zaalen: 


Is our preſence ſo dilcomtortable that | 
thou ſhouldeſt weep to behold vs? Or is it 


the courlc of thy kindneſſe with teares to en- 
tertaine vs ? If they be teares of loue to te- 


ſtify thy good will, as thy loue is acknowled- | 


ed, ſo let theſe ſignes be ſuppreſſed. If they 
be teares of anger to denounce thy diſpleaſute 
they ſhould not herte haue beene ſhed where 
all anger was buryed, but none deſerued. If 
they be teares of ſorrow & duty to the dead, 
they arc beſtowed in vaine where the dead is 


reuiued. If they be teares of toy ſtilled from | 


the flowers of thy good Fortune, fewer. of 
theſe would ſuffice, and fitter wcre other to- 


kens to expreſſe thy contentment . And there- 


fore O woman why doſt thou weep? Would our 


eyes be lo drye, if ſuch eye- ſtreames were be- 


hoouefull? Vea would not the heauens raine 
teares if thy ſuppoſalls were truths? Did not 
Angels alwayes in their viſible ſemblances, te 
preſent their Lords inuiſible pleaſure, ſha- 
dowing their ſhapes in the drift of his inten- 
tions? When God was incenſed they brandi- 
ſhed ſwordces: when he was appealed, they 
ſheathed them in (cabbards': When he would 
defend, they reſembled ſouldiers: When he 
would terrify, they tooke terrible formes: & 
when he would comfort, they carryed mirth 
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in their eyes, lweetnes in their countenance, 
mildnes in their wordes, fauour, grace and 
comelineſſe in their whoic preſence. VVhy 
then doeſt thou wecp, ſceing vs to reioyce? 
Doeſt thou imagine vs to degenerate from 
our nature, or to terget any duty, whole (tate 
is neither lubiect to change, nor cpable of 
the leaſt offence? Art thou more feruent in 
thy loue, or more priuy to the coũſaile of our 
eternall God, then, we that are dayly atten- 
dants at his thront of glory? O woman deem 
not amiſſe againſt ſo apparant euidence, and 
vt our requeſt exchange thy ſorrow for our 
ioy. | | 

| Su O glorious Angells, why do yee moue 
her to joy, if you know why ſhe weepeth ? 


Alas the weepeth for the loſſe of him without 


whome al! toy is to her but matter of ne 
griefe. While he liucd, euery place where ſhe 
found him, was to hera paradile :eucry ſea- 
fon wherein he was enioyed, a perpetuall 


ſpring : every excrciſe wherein he was ſerued 


a ſpeciall felicity : the ground whereon he 
went ſeemed to yeild her ſweeter footing, the 
ayre wherein he breathed, became to her ſpi- 
rit of life, being once ſanctiſied in his ſacred 
breſt. In ſumme, his preſence brought with it 
a heauen of delights, and his departure ſee- 
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med to leaue an Eclipſc in all thinges. And 
yet euen the places that he had once honou- 
red with the acceſſe of his perſon, were to 
her ſo many ſweet Pilgrimages, which in his 
abſence ſhe vſed as chappells & altars. to offer 
vp ker prayers, feeling in them long after, the 
vertue ot his former preſence , And therefore 
to feed her with coniectures of his wel being, 
is but to ſtrengthen her feare of his euill; and 
the alleaging of likelihoods, by thoſe that 
know the certainty, importeth the caſe to bo 
ſo lamentable , that they are vnwilling it 
ſhould be knowne.. Your obſcure glancing at 
the truth, is no ſafhcient aequittance of her 
riefe, neither can ſhe out of theſe difioyned 
gheſſes ſpell the wordes that muſt be the con- 
eluſion of her complaint. Tell hcer then dire- 
ctly what is become of her Lord, if you mean 
to deliuer her out of theſe dumpes, ſith what 
els ſocucr you ſay of him, doth but draw more 
humours to her fore, and rather anger it, then 
any way eſſwage it. 

Vet hearken OB. Mary, and conſider 
their ſpcaches. Thinke what anſwere thou 
wilt giue them, fith they preſſe thee with ſo 
ſtrong perſuaſions. But I doubt that thy wits 
are ſmothered with too tbicke a miſt, to ad- 
mit theſe yaknowne' beames of their pale 
| | light. 
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light. Thou arc lo wholy inkerited by the 
bloudy tragedy of thy ſlaughtered Lord, and 
his death and dead body haue gotten ſo abſo- 
Jute a conqueſt ouer all thy powers, that nci- 
ther thy ſenſe can diſcerr.e,nor thy mind con- 
ceaue any other obicct then his murdercd 
corle . 

Thy eyes ſeeme to tell thee that euery thing 
inuiteth thec to wecp, carry ing ſuch out ward 
he w, as though all that thou ſeeſt were at- 
tyrcd in ſorrow to ſolemnize with gencrall 
conſent the funcrall of thy maiſtcr , Thy cares 
perſwade thee, that al ſoundes and voyces are 


turned to mourning notes, and that the Ec- 
cho of thy owne wailings, is the crye of the 


very ſtones and trees, as though (the cauſe of 
thy tcares being ſo vnuſuall) God tothe rocks 
and woodcs had inſpired a fecling ofthyne, 
and their common loſſe. And therefore js 
ſoundeth to theg as a ſtrang queſtion, to aske 
thee why thou weepeti, ſith all that thou ſeeſt 
and heareſt, ſeemeth to induce thee, * to 
enforce thee to weep. 

If thou ſeeſt anything that beareth a co- 
low of mirth , it is vnto "thee like the rich 
ſpoiles of a vanquiſhed kingdome, in the cye 
of the eaptiue Prince, h ich put him in mind 
What he had, not what he hath, and are but 
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vpbraidings of his lotie, aud whetſtones of 
ſharper ſorrow, Waatilocucr thou heareſt, that 
movecrh delight, it repreſenteth the miſſe of 
thy Maſters (peaches, which as they were 
the only hatmony that thy eares affected; lo 
they be ing now ſtopped with deathfull ſi- 
lence, all other wordes and tunes of comfort 
are to thee but an Iſaclits muſicke vpon Baby- 
ln bankes, memories of a lolt felicity, and 


vroots ofa pteſent vnhappines. And though. 


loue increaſe the conceit of thy loſſe which 
endecreth the meaneſt things, aud doubleth 
the eſtimate of thinges that arc ptccious; yet 
thy favth teaching the- the infinite dignity 
of thy Maiſter, and thy vnderſtanding being 
no dull ſcholler to learne ſo wel liked a icſſan, 
it fell to be the bitter part of thy miſery, that 
thou d idſt ſo wel know how infinite the loſſe 
Was that made thee milerable. 

This is the cauſe chat thoſe very Argells 
in home all ehinges make remonſtrance of 
triumph and ſolace, are vnto thee occaſions 
of new grief. For their gracious and louely 
countenances remember thee, that thou haſt 
loft the beauty of the world, aud the higheſt 
marke of true loues ambition. Their ſweet 
lookes and amiadlc feature tell thee, that the 
heaucn of thy eyes which was the reucrend 
| | maieſty 
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maieſty of thy maiiters face, once ſhined 
with farre morepleating graces, but is now 
disfigurcd with chedreadtul torme; of death. 
lu ſumme, they were to thee; like tac gliſte- 
riug ſparks of a broken Diamond, and like 
pictures of death and decaied beauty cs, ſignes 
not ſalues of thy calamity, memorialls not 
medicines of thy misfortune. 

Thy eyes were too well acquainted with 
the truth, to accept a ſupply of haddowes: & 
as comelyneſſe, comfort, and glory were nc- 
ver in any other ſo truly at home, and fo per- 
fitly in their prime, as int he perſon and ſpea- 
ches of thy Lord: ſo cannot thy thoughts but 
be like ſtrangers in any forra ine delights, For 
in them all thou ſeeſt no more, bur ſome {cats 
tered crumes, and hungry morſels of thy late 
plentifull banquets, and findeſt a dim re fle- 
xion of thy former light, Which like a flaſh 


of lightning, in a cloſe and ſtormy nigbt, ſer- 


ueth thee, but to ſce thy preſent in fclicity, & 
the horrour of the cnſuing darknes, 

Thou thinketttherfore thy ſeſfe blame- 
leſſe, both in weeping for thy loſſe, and in 
refuling otker comfort. vet in common cours 
teſy affoard theſe Angells an anſweare, ſich 


theircharity in viſiting thee, deſerueth much 
ene thou (if not too yngratefull) canſt 
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alex them noleile, 

Alas(ſay th ſhe) what needeth my anſwere, 
where the miiery it ſelfe ſpeaketh, and the 


loſſe is manifeſt? My cyes haue anſwered ths 


with teares, my breſt with hghs, & my hatt 


with throbs : what need 1. alſo punith my 
tongue, or wound my ſoule with a new re- 


hearſall of ſo dolefull a miſchance ? They taue 
taken away (o vnfortunate word) They baue ta- 
ken away my Lord. 

O aſfl fed women, Why thinkeſt thou this 
word ſo yatortunatc? It may be the Angells 


baue taken him, more ſolemnely to entombe 


him, & ſith earth hath done her laſt homage, 


happily the Quires of heauen are alſo deſcen- | 


ded to defray vnto him their funcrail dutyes. 
lt may be that the Centurion & the reſt, that 
did acknowledge him on the croſſe to be the 
Son ef God, haue been touched with remor- 
ſe. and goared with the pricke of conſcience, 
and being deſirous to ſatisfy for their heinous 
offence, haue now taken him, mere honora- 
bly to interre him, and by their ſeruice to his 
body ſought forgineneſle, & ſued the pardon 


of their guilty foules . 


Peraduenture ſome ſecret Diſciples, haue 
wrought this exployt, and maugte the watch 


taken him from hence, wich due honpur to 
p reſerue 


this leſlon: for the more it 


— — — 
— 
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preſerue him in {ome fitter place, and there- 
tore being yet vncertayne who hath him, 
there is no ſuch cauſe to lament, ſith the great- 
er probabilities march on the better fie: Why 
doeſt thou call forrow before it commeth, 
which withaut calling commethon thee too 
faſt? yea why doeſt thou create ſorrow wher 
it is not, ſith thou haſt true ſorro ves inough , 
though imagined ſorrowes help not ? It is 
folly to ſuppoſe the worſt where the beſt may 
be hoped tor, andeuery miſhap bringeth grief 
inough with it, though we with ourfesres, 
do not go firſt ro meet it. Quiet then thy 
ſelfe; till time try out the truth, & it may be 
thy feare will proue greater then thy mis for- 
tune. | 15:4 | 
But Iknew thy loue 1s 1665 helped with 
veth , the more 
it feareth: and the more deſirou to enioy, the 


more doubefull it is to looſe. It neyther hac h 


meaſurcs in hopes, nor meanc in feares: ho- 


ping the belt vpon the leaſt ſurmiles and fea- 


ring the worſt vpon the weakeſt grapoees. 
And yet both fearing and hoping at one iyme 
neyther feare withholdeth hope from the 
+higheft attempts, nor hope can ſtrengthen 
feare againſt the fmalleR ſuſpitions: but 
maugre all feares, loues hope will mount to 


G 5 the 
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the higheft piten, ang maupre all hopes, loues 


fcarc will ſtoupe to the-lowett do wncome. 
To bid thee therefore hope, is not to for did 
thee to teare, & though it may be tor the beit 
that thy Lord is taken from thee, yet, ſit h ir 
may allſo be for the wort, that will neuer 
content thee. | — * 

Thou thinkeſt hope doth inongh to keepe 


thy heart from breaking, and feate litile in- 


ough to force thee to o more then weeping 5 
ſith it is aslikely that he hath byn taken a 
Vpon hatred by his enemies, as vpon loue by 
his friends. 38-19 111 © 

For hitherto ( ſayſt thou) his friends have 
all fayled him, and his foes preuayled againit 
him: as they that would not defend him a- 


Iiue, ate leſſe * to regard him dead: ſo they 


that thought dne life too tictie to take from 
him, are not vnlikely after death to wreake 
new rage vpon him. =_ 2 

And though this doubt were not, yet who. 
focuer hath taken him, hath wronged me, in 
not acqua inting me with it: for to take away 


mine without my cenſent, can neyther be of- 


fered without iniury, nor ſuffred without ſor- 


Tow. An 12s for leſus, he was my Icſus ; my 
Lord, and my Maiſter. He was mine becauſe 
he was giuen vnto me, and borne: fur me: he 


* Nas 
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was the author ot my being, and ſo my father; 
be was the worker of my Well doing, and 
theretore my Sauiour; he Wasthe price ot mn 
ranſome, and there by my redeemer. He was 
my Lord to commaund me, my mailicrio ne 
ſtruct me, my Paſtor to feed me. He was mine 


becaule his louc was mine, and when he raue 


me his loue he gauc ine hiinſelſe, ſith loue is 
no gift except the giuer be given with it 1 
it is no loue, vnleilſe it be as liberall of chat it 
is, as of that it hath . Finally, if the meat be 
mine that I eatc, the lite mine wherewith [ 
liue, or he mine, all whole life, labours; and 
death were mine; then dare I boldiy lay that 
Teſus is mine, ſith on his body I fecd , by his 
loue l liue, and to my good without any nec d 
of his owne, hath he lived, la boured, and di- 
ed. And therfore though tis Diſciples,though 
the Centurion, yea though the Angels haue ta- 
ken h im, they haue done me wrong in defea- 
ting me of my right, ſich Incuer meane to te- 
ſigne my intereſt. 
But what it he bath taken away himſelf, 


wilt thou allo lay vniuſtice to his charge? 


Though he be thine, yet thine to command, 
not io obay; thy Lord to d iſpoſe of thee ,and 
not to be by thee diſpoſed: and therefore as it 
is no reaſon that the ſetuant thoald be * 
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of his maiſters ſcerets, lo night ne, and perad- 
uẽture ſo hath he remoued withqut acquain- 
ting thee whither, rcuiuing himſelf with the 
ſame power, with which he raiſed thy dead 
brot her, and fullfilling the words, that he of- 


+ 


ten vtteted of his reſurrection. 
It may be thou wilt lay, that a gift once 
giuen, cannot be reuoked, & therefore though 
it were before in his choiſe, not to giue him- 
ſelfe vnto thee, yet the deed of gift being once 
made, he cannot be taken from thee, neyther 
can the giuer diſpoſe of his gift without the 
poſſeſſors priuity- And ſith this is a rule in the 
law of nature, thou maiſt imagine it a breach 
of cquity, and an impeachment of the right 
— conuey himſelfe away without thy con- 
lent. f 
But to this I will anſwere thee with 
thine ovyne ground. For if he be thine by be- 
ing giuen thee once, thou art his by as many 
iftes, as dayes, aud therefore he being abſo- 
— owner of thee, is likewiſe fall owner of 
whatfocuer is thyne, & conſequently becauſe 
he is thyne, be is alſo his owne, & ſo nothing 
liable vato thee, for taking himſelfe from 


| Vea, but he is my Lord ( ſaieſt then) and | 
in this reſpect, bound to keep me, at the leaſt 
HD bound 
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bound net to kill me: and ſith killing is no- 
thing but a ſeuering of life from the body he 
being the chiefe life both of my ſcule and bo- 
dy, cannot pollibly go from me, but he muſt 
with a double death kill me. And therefore 
he being my Lord, and bound to protect his 


ſeruant , it is againſt all la wes that I ſhould be 


thus forlaken. 


But O cruell tongue, why pleadeſt thou 


thus againſt him, whoſe caſe | feare me is ſo 
pittifull, that it might rather moue all ton- 
gues to plead for him, being peraduenture in 
their handes, whoſe vnmercifull harts, make 
themſelues merry with his miſery, and build 
the triumphes ef their impious victory, vpon 
the dole full ruines of his dilgracedglory? And 
now ( O griefe) becauſe I know not where 
he is, I cannot imagine hew to help, for they 
haue taken him away, and I know not where 
they haue put him. 


Alas B. Mary, why doeſt thou conſume * 


thy ſelfe with theſeeares? His Father know - 


eth and he will help him. The Angells know -- 


and they will guard him. His owne ſoule 
knoweth and that will aſſiſt him. And what 
need then is there, that theu filly woman 
ſhouldeſt know it, that canſt no way profit 


him? But I fcele in what veine thy pulſe bea - 


teth, 


— 
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tet h, and by thy deſire I diicoucr thy diſcaſe; 


Though both heauen and earth did know 
it, and the whole world had notice of it, yet 
except thou allo wert made priuie vnto itz 
thy woes would be as great, and thy tcares 
as many. That others ice the Suane, doth 
not lighten thy darkeneſlc,neyther can others 
eating latisſie thy hunger. The more there 
be that know of him, che greater is thy ſor- 
row. , that amongſt ſo many thou art not 
thought worthy. to be one. And the more 
there be that may help him, the more it gree- 
ueth thee that thy poore help is not accepted 
amongſt them. Though thy knowledge nee- 
deth not, thy lone dath deſire it, and though 
it auaile not, thy deſire will ſecke it. If all 
know it, thou wouldeſt know it with all: if 
no other, thou wouldeſt know it alone, and 
from whomelocuer it be concealed, it muſt 
be no ſecret to thee, Though the knowledge 
would dilcemfore thee, yet know it thou 
wilt, yea though-it would kill thee, thow 
couideſtnot forbeare it. 

Thy Lord to thy love is like drinke to the 
thieſty,which-if they cannot haue, they dye 
for drouth; and being long without it, they 
pine away withlonging. And as men in ex- 


tremity of thirſt are ſtill dreaming of foun - 


taynes, 


| 
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taynes,brookes, and ſprings, being neuer able 


to haue other thought, or to vtter other word 


but of drinke and moyſture: ſo louers in the 
ve hemẽcy of their paſſion, can neither thinke 
nor ſpeake but of that they loue; and it that 
be once miſſing, euery part is both an eye to 
watch, and an eare to liſten, what hope or 
ne wes may be had of it. It it be good they dye 
till they heaie it, though bad, yet they cannot 
liue without it. Of the good they hope that 
it is the very beſt, & of the euill theyfeare it to 
be the worſt; and yet though neuer ſo good 
they pine till it be told, and be it neuer ſo cuil, 
they ate importunate to know it, And when 
they once know it, they can neyther beare 
the ioy, nor brooke the ſorrow, but as well 
the one as the other is inough to kill them. 

And this O B. Mary, I gheſſe to be the eauſe 
why the Angells would not tell thee thy 
Lords eſtate. For if it bad bene to thy liking, 
thou wouldſt haue dyed for ioy, if otherwiſe 
thou wonldſt haue lunck downe for ſorrow. 
And therefore they leau: this newes for him 
to deliuer, whoſe word if it giue thee a wond, 
is allo a ſalue to cure it, though neuer lo dead. 


1y | 


N But alas afflicted Soule, why doth it ſo 


deeply greiue thec, that thou knoweſt not 


where 


* 
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here he is? Thou eunſt not better him if he 


be well, thou canſt as little ſueeour him if he 
be ill: and ſith thou feateſt that he is rather ill 
then well, why wouldſt thou kao it ſo to 
end thy hopes in miſhap ,and thy great feares 
in farre greater ſorrowes ? Alas to aske thee 
why, is in a manner to acke one halfe ſtarued 
why be is hungry. For as thy Lord is the 
food of thy thoughts, the reliefe of thy wi- 
ſhes, the only repaſt of all thy deſires: lo is thy 
loue 2 cœtinuall hunger, and his abſence 
vnto thee ati extreame famine. And therefore 
no maruell though thou artſo greedy to hear 
yea to de uour any be it neuer ſo bitter notice 
of him; ſith thy hunger is meſt violent, and 
nothing but he able to content it. And albeit 
the hear ingof his harmes ſhould worke the 
ſame in thy mind, that vnwholſome meatc 
worker b ina ſicke ſtomacke: yet if it once 
concerne him that thou loueſt, thy hungry 
Io ue could not temper it ſelfe from it, though 


after with many wringing gripes, it did 2 


long and vnpleaſont pennance. 


But why deth thy ſorrow queſtion ſo 
much vpon the place wherc he is? ere it not 
inough for thee to know who had him, but 
thetthon muſtalfo know in what place he i: 


beſtowed ? n worſe place then a graue no 
; | man 
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man will offer, ana many tarre better, many 


titles will allow: ande her fore thou ma iſt bols 
dly thinke, that vyhereſoeuer he be, he is ins 
place fitter for him then where he was, 


Thy ſiſter Martha confeſſed him to be the 
Sonne of God, & with her confeſſion agreed 
thy belie fe. And what place more conuenient 
for the Sonne, then to be with his Father, the 
buſineſſe for which he hath beene ſo loo 


from him, being now fully finiſhed? 5 


If he be the Meſſias, as thou did ſt ones 


| beleeue, it was ſayd of him, That be should aſcend 


en high, and lead our captiuity captine, And what ia 
this height bur heauen , what our captiuity 
but death? Death therefore is become his cap 
tiue, and it is like that with the ſpoiles theroſ 
he is alcended in triumph to eternall life. 
But if thou canſt not lift thy mind to ſa 
fauourable a bel ieſe, yet ma iſt thou very wel 
ſuppoſe that he is in Paradiſe. For it he came 
to tepaire 44am: ruĩnes, and to be the common 
parent of our redemption, as Adam was of our 
originall infection: reaſon. ſeemeth to re 
quite, that having indured all his life the pe . 
nalty of Adams exile, be ſhould after death res: 
enter poſſeſſion of that inheritance whick; 
Adam loſt: that the ſame place that was the 
neſt where ſinne was firſt hatched, may bes 
H | now 
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now the childbed of grace and mercy. And 
if-ſorrow at the croſſe did not make thee as 
deafe, as at the tombe it maketh thee forget - 
full, thou didſ in confirmation heerof heare 


himſelte ſay to one of the theeues, that the 


lame day he ſhould be with him ia Paradiſe. 
And if it be reaſon that no ſhaddo w ſhould be 
more priuiledged then the body, no figure in 
more account then the figurcd truth; why 


ſhouldeſt thou beleeue that Elia & Euoch haue | 
beene in Paradiſe theſe many ages, and that 


he whome they but as tipes reſembled, ſhould 
be excluded from thence? He excelled them 
in life, he ſurpaſſed them in miracles, he was 
far beyond them indignity: Why then ſhould 
not h ĩs place be farre aboue, or at the leaſt e- 
quall with theirs, ſith their prerogatiues were 
ſo farre inferiour vnto his? 

And yet if the baſenes and miſery of his 
paſſions, haue layd him ſo low inthy con- 
eite, that thou th inkeſt Paradiſe too high a 
place to be likely to haue him: the very loweſt 
roome that any reaſon can aſſigne him, can- 
not be meaner then the boſome of Abrabam: & 
fith God in hĩs life did ſo often acknowledge 


kim for his Sonne, it ſcemeth the ſlendereſt 


preheminence, that he can giue him aboue 


other men, that being his holy One, be sbould not 
* | iu 
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in his body ſee corruption, but be free amongſt the 
dead, re poſing both in body and ſoule, where 
other ſaints are in ſoule only . Let not there - 
fore the place where he is, trouble thee, ſith ir 
cannot be worſe then his graue, and infinite 
conicures make probability that it cannot 
but be better. : 

But ſuppoſe that he were yetremayning 
in earth, & taken by others out of his Tombe 
what would it auaile thee to know wherc he 
were ? If he be with ſuch as loue and honeur 
him, they willbe as wary to keep him, as they 
are loath he ſhould be loſt: and therefore will 
either often change, or neuer confefle the 
place, knowing ſecreſy to be the ſureſt locke 
to defend ſo great a treaſure. If thoſe haue 
taken him,that malice and maligne him, thou 
ma iſt well indge him paſt thy recoucry, whe 
he is once in poſſeſſion of ſo cruell owners. 

Thou wouldeſt happily make ſalc of 
thy living, & ſeeke him by ranſome. But ie 


is not likely they would ſel him to be honou- 


red, that bought him ts be murthered. 

If price would not ſerue, thou wouldeſt 
fall to prayer: but how can prayer (often fuch 
flinty harts? And if they skorned ſo many 


| teares offered for his life, as little will they 


regard thy intreaty for his corſe. 
4 | 7 7 2 If 
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If neither price nor prayer would pre- 
yaile, thou wouldſt attempt it by force. But 
alas ſilly ſouldier, thy armes are to weake to 
manage weapons, and the iſſue of thy aſſaule 


would be the loſſe of thy ſelfe. 


It no other way would help, thou 
wouldeſt purloyne him by ſtealth, and think 
thy ſelfe happy in contriuing ſuch a theft. O 


B. Mary, thou art deceaued, for malice will 


haue many lockes, and to ſteale him from a 


thiefe, that could ſteale him from the watch, 
requireth more cunning in the art, then thy 


want of practiſe can affoard thee. mT 
Yet if theſe be the cauſes that thou in. 


| quireſt of the place, thou ſheweſt the force of 


thy rare affection, and deſerueſt the Lawrell 
of a perfect louer. | | 
But tofeclemorcof their ſweetneſſe, I 
will pound theſe ſpices, and dwell a while in 
the peruſall of thy reſolute feruour. 
Andfirſt, can thy loucenrich thee when 
thy goods are gone, ora dead corſc repay the 
value of thy ranſome? Becauſe he had neither 
bed to be borne in, no graue to be buryed in, 
wilt thou therfore rather be poore with him 
then rieh without him? | 


Againe if thou hadſt to ſue to ſome eruell 


Scribe or Phatiſee, that is, to a hart boyling in 
| . rancor, 


Lan 
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rancor, with a hart burning in loue, for a 
thing, of him aboue all thinges deteſted, of 
thee ab oue all thinges deſired, as his enc my to 
home thou ſueſt, and his friend for whome 
thou intreateſt; canſt thou thinke it poſſible 
for this ſute to ſpeed? Could thy loue repaire 
thee from his rage, or ſuch a tyrant ſtoupe to 
a womans tcarcs? | 
Thirdly ,ifthy Lord might be recouered 
by violence, art thou ſo armed in complete 
loue, that thou thinkeſt it ſufficient harneſle? 
or doth thy loue enduc thee with ſuch a Iudi- 
thes ſpirit, or lend thee ſuch Sampſons lockes , 
that thou canſt breake open huge gates, or 
foyle whole armies? Is thy louc ſo ſurea ſhield 
that no blow can breake it, or ſo ſharp a dior, 
thatno force can withſtand it? Can itthus 
alter (exe, change nature, and exceed all Art? 
But ofall other courſes, wouldſt thou ad- 


uenture a theft to obtaine thy deſire? A good 


deed muſt be well done, & a worke of mercy 
without breach of iuſtice. It were a ſinne to 
ſteale a prophane treaſure, but to ſteale an an- 
nointed Prophet can be no leſſe then a ſacri- 
ledge. And what greater ſtaine to thy Lord, to 
his doctrine, and to thy ſelfe, then to ſce thee 
his Diſciple publikely executed for an open 


theft ? | 
H 3 O B 3 
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O B. Mary, vnleſſe thy ioue haue better 
warrapntthen common ſenſe, I can hardly ice 
how ſuch deſignments can be approucd. 

. Approucd (ſayth ſhe) I would to God the 
execution were as caly as the proote, and [ 
ſhould not long bewaile my vnfortunat loſſe. 

To others it ſeemeth ill to preferre loue 
be fore riches, but to loue it ſeemeth worle to 
preferre any thing before it ſelfe. Cloath him 
with plates of ſiluer that ſhiucrcth for cold, 
or fill his purſe with tieaſure that pineth for 
hunger, & fee whether the plates will warme 
him, or the treaſute feed him ; No no, he will 
giue vs all his plates for a wollen garment, & 
all his money for a mcales meate. Eucry ſup- 
ply fitteth not with cuery need, and the loue 
of ſo ſweet a Lord hath no correſpondence in 


worldly wealth. Without him I were poore. 


though E mpreſſe of the world. With him I 
were rich, though I had nothing els. They 
that haue moſt are acoũted richeſt, & they are 


thought to haue moſt, that haue al they deſire: 


and therefore as in him alone is the vttermoſt 
of my deſires, ſo he alone is the ſumme of all 
my lubitance. It were too happy an exchange 


to haue God for goods, and too rich a pouer- 


ty to enioy the only treaſure of the world. If 
I were ſo fortunate a beggar, n diſ- 
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daĩne Salomons wealth, and my loue being (s 
highly cariched, my lite ſbould neuer com- 
phine of want. of 

And if all I am worth would not reach 
to his ranſome, what ſhould hinder me to 
ſecke him by iatreaty? Though I were to ine 
to the gteateſt Tyrant, yet the equity of my 
ſute is more then halfe a grant. If many drops 
ſotten the hardeſt ffones, w hy ſhould not ma- 
ny tcares ſupple the moſt ſtony harts? What 
anger lo fiery that may not be quenched with 
eye · water, ſith a weeping ſuppliant rebateth 
the edge of more then a Lyons fury? My ſute 
it ſelfe would ſuc for me, & ſo dole ſull a caſe 
would quicken pitty in the moſt yron hart. 
But ſuppoſe that by touching a ranckled forcy 
my touch (hould anger it, and my petition at 
the firſt incenſe him that heard it: he would 
percaſe reuile mein words, and then his own” 
in iury would recoyle with remorſe, and be 
vnto me a patron to proceed in my requett. 
And if be ſhould accompany his words with 
blowes, and his blowes with wounds, it may 
be my firipes would ſmart in his guilty 
mind, & his conſcience blecd in my bleeding 
woundes, and my innocent bloud fo inten- 
der his Adamant hart, that his owne inward 
feclings would plead my cauſe, ànd peraduen- 
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ture obtaĩne my lute. 

But it through extremity of igbe, he 
ſhould happen to kill me, his offence migut 
eaſily redound to my felicity . For he would 
be as carefull to hide w home he had vniuſtiy 
mu: dered, as him home he had fcloniouſly 
ſtolnezand ſo ĩt is like, that he would hide me 
in the ſame place w here he had layd my Lord 
and as he hated vs both for one cauſe, him 
for calling, and me for acknowledging that 
he was the Melſias: ſo would he vie ys both 
after one manner. And thus what comfort 
my body wanted, my ſoule ſhould en ioy in 
ſecinga part of my ſelfe patterne ot my Mai- 
ſters miſery: with whome to be miſerable, [ 
reckon a highet fortune, then without him to 
be molt happy. 

And if no other meane would ſerueto re- 
couer him but force: I ſce no reaſon why it 
might not very well become me? None will 
barre me from defending my life which the 
leaſt worm in the right ofnature hath leaue to 
preſerue. And ſith he is to me lo dearea life 
that without him, all life is death, nature 
authorizeth my feeble forces to imploy their 
vttermoſt in ſo neceſſary an attempt. Neceſ- 
ſſty addet h ability, and loue doubleth nece ſſi- 
ty; and it often dern, that nature re 

. wit 
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With loue, and preticd with need, exceedeth 
it lelfe in might and ſurmounteth all hope in 
ſacceſſe . And as the equity of the cauſe doth 
breath courage into the defenders, making 
them the mote willing to fight, and the leſſe 
vnwilling to dic: ſo guilty conſciences are 
euer timorous, ſtill ſtarring with ſuddaine 
frights, and afraid of their one ſuſpitions, 
ready to yield before the aſſault, vpon diſtiuſt 
of the ir cauſe, and delpaire of their defence. 
Sith therfore to reſcue an innocent, to recouer 
a right, and to redre ſſe ſo deep a wrong, is lo 
iuſt a quarell: nature will enable me, loue en- 
courage me, grace confirme me, and the iudge 
of all iuſtice fight in my behalfe. 

And if it ſceme vnfitting to my ſexe in 
talke, much more in practiſe to deale with 
martiall affaires: yet when ſuch a cafe hap- 
neth as neuer had patterne, ſuch effectes muſt 
follow as are without example. There wag 
neuer any body of a God but one, never ſuch 
a body ſtolne but now, ucuer ſuch aſtcalch 
vnreuenged but this. Sith therefore the An- 
gells neglect it, and men forget it, O Iadith 
lend me thy proweſſe, for Fam bound to re- 
gard it. | | 

But ſuppoſe that my force were vnablic to 
win him by an open enterprize, what ſcru- 
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ple ſhould keepe me trom iceking h im by ſe- 
eret meanes? yea and by playne ſiealth, it wil 
be thought a ſinue, & condemned for a theft. 
O ſwect ſinne, why was not I the firſt that did 
commit thee? Why did I ſuffer any other fin- 
ner to preuent me? For ſtcaling from God 
his honour I was called aftnner, and vader 
that title was ſpread my infamy.But for ſtea- 
ling God from a falſe owner, | was not wor- 
thy to be called a finner, becauſe it had beeuie 
too high a glory. It this be ſo great a ſinne, 
and ſo heinous a theft, let others make choiie 
of what titles they will: but for my part, I 
would rctuſc to be an Angell, I would not 
With to bea Saint, I would neuer be eſteemed 
eythcr iuſt or true, and I ſhould be beſt con- 
rented it I might both liue and dye ſuch a ſin- 
ner, and be condemned for ſuch a theft. When 
I heard my Lord make ſo comfortable a pro- 
miſc to the thiefe vpon the eroſſe, that hee 
ſhould that day be with him in Paradiſe, I 
had halfe an cnuy at that thie fes good fortune 

and wiſhcd my ſelſe in the thiefes place, fol 
might haue enioyed the fruit of his promiſe. 
But it I could beſo happy a thiefe, as to com- 


mit this theft, if that wiſh had taken effect „1 | 


would now vewithitagaine, and ſcorne to 
be any other thiefe then my ſelfe, fith my boo- 
: ' . . ty 
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ty could make me happyer, then any other 
thiefes felicity. And what though my fellony 
ſhould be called in queſtion , in what reſpect 
ſhould I need to feare? They would ſay that 
1 loued him too well. But that were ſoone 
diſproued, ſith where the worthine ſſe is in- 


| finite , no loue can be inough. They would 


obiect that I Role another goods: and as for 
that, many ſure titles of my intereſt would 
auerre him to be mine, and his dead coarſe 


| would rather ſpeake, then witneſſes ſhould 


fayle to depoſe ſo certaync a truth. And if I 
had not a ſpecial right vnto him, vg at ſhould 
mone me to venture my life for him? No no, 
if were ſo happy a fellon, I ſho uld feare no 
temporall arraignment. I ſhould rather feare 
that the Angels would cite me to my anſwere 
for preuenting them in the theft, ſith not the 
higheſt Seraphim in heauen, but u ouid dec m 


| It a higher ſtile, then his owne, to be the 


th iefe that had committed ſo glorious a rob- 
bery. 
But alas, thus ſtand I deuiſing what I 
would doe, if I knew any thing of him, and 
inthe meane tyme I neyther know who hath 
bim, nor where they haue beſtowed. him, 


and ſtill I am forced to dwell in this anſwere, - 


that They haue taken away my Lord , and i know not 
| where 
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where they haue pat bim. | 
While Mary rhusloſt her ſelfe in a Laby- 
rinth of doubts, watering her wordes with 
teares, and warming them with ſighs, ſceing 
the Angells with a kind of reuerence riſe, as: 
though they had done honour to one behind 
her: Sbe turned backe, and sbee ſaw Ieſus ſtanding, 
but that it was Ie ſus the knew not mw 
O Mary, is it poſſible that thou haſt for- 

gotten Ieſus? Faith hath written him in thy 
vnderſtanding, loue in thy will, both feare 
and hope in thy memory; and how can all 
theſe regiſters be ſo cancelled , that ſo playnly 
ſeing, thou ſnouldeſt not know the contents? 
For him onely thou tireſt thy feete, thou ben - 
deſt thy knees, thou wringeſt thy hands. For 
him thy heart t hrobbeth, thy breſt ſigheth, 
thy tongue complayncth. For him thy eye 
weepcth , thy thought lorroweth, thy whole 
body faynteth, and thy ſoule languicheth. In 
ſumme, there is no part in thee, but is buſie 
about him, and notwithſtanding all this, haſt 
thou now forgotten him? His countenance 
auoucheth it, h is voice aſſureth it, his wounds 
witnes it, thy owne eyes behold it, and doeſt 
thou not yet beleeue that this is leſus? Are thy 
ſharpe ſeing eyes become ſo weake ſighted, 
that they are daaled with the Sunne, & blin- 
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ded with the light? 

But theie is ſuch a ſhower of teares be- 
tweene thee and him, and thy eyes re ſo dims 
med with weeping for him , that though 
thou ſceſt the hape of a man, yet thou canſt 
not diſcerne him. Thy cares allſo arc ſtill ſo 
poſſeſſed with the dolefull Eccho of his laſt 


| {peaches, which want of breath made him ve. 


ter in a dying voice, that the force & lowdnes 
of his liuing wordes, ma keth thee imagine it 
the voyce of a ſtranger: and therefore as hee 
ſeemeth vntothee ſo like a ſtranger, he asketh 
this queſtion of thee, O woman why weepeſt thou? 
whom ſeckeft thou? + | | 38 

O dcfire of the hart, and only ioy of her 
ſoule, why demandeſt thou why ſhe weepeth, 
or for whome ſhe ſecketh ? But a while fince 
ſhe ſaw thee her only hope hanging on a tree, 
with thy head full of thornes, thy eyes full of 
teares, thy cares full of blaſphemies, thy 
mouth fol of gall, thy whole perſon mangled 
and disfigured, and doeſt thou aske her wby 
the. weepeth ? Scarce three daycs paſt, the 
beheld thy armes and legs racked with vio- 
lent puls, thy hands and feet hoared with: 
nailes, thy fide wounded with a ſpeare, thy 


Whole body torne with ſſr ĩpes and goared in 


bloud, and doſt thou her only grie fe aske her 
| why 
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why the weepeth? She beheld thee vpon the 
crofſe with many teares, aud moſt lamentable 
eries, yeelding vp her ghoſt, that is thy owne 
ghoit, and alas askeſt thou why the weepeth 2 
And now to make vp her miſery, hauing but 
ane hope aliuc, which was, that for a [mall 
xeliefc of her other 8ffli tions, ſhe might haue 
annointed thy body, that hope is aliſo dead, 
fince thy body is remoued, and ſhe now ſtan- 
deth hopeleſſe of a help, and demandeſt thou 
vhy ſhe wecpeth, and for whom the ſeeketh? 
Full well thou knoweft, that thee only ſhe de- 
ſireth, thee only (he loueth, all thinges beſides 
thee ſhe contemneth, and canſt thou find in 
thy hart to aske her whome ſhe ſceketh? To 
what end, O ſweet Lord, doeſt chowthus ſuſ- 
pend her longinges, prolong her deſires, and 
martyr her with theſe tedious delayes? Thou 
only art the forteſſe of her faint faith , the 
anker of her wauering hope, the very center 
of her vchemenfloue : to thee ſhe truſteth, v- 
pon thee ſhe relieth, & of her ſelfe ſhe wholy 
eſpaireth. She is ſo earneſt in ſeeking thee, 


that (he can neyther ſeeke, nor thinke anyo-— 


ther thing: and all her wit: are ſo buſied in 


muling vpon thee, that they draw all at- 


tention from her ſenſes, wherewith they 
mould diſcecrne thee. Beingtherfore ſo atten. 


tiue 
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tiue to that ſhe thinketh, w hat marueltheugh 
ſhe mark not whome ſhe leet h; and ſith thou 
haſt lo perfect notice of her thought, and the 
lo little power to diſcover thee by ſenſe, why 
demandeſt thou for whome the ſceketh, or 
why ſhe weepeth ? Doeſt thou looke that ſhe 
ſhould anſwere, For thee I ſeeke, or for thee [ 
weep? ynleſſe thou wilt vnbend her thought 
that her eyes may fully (ce thee,or while thou 
wilt be concealed, doſt thou expect that ſhe 
zhould be able to know thee? 

But O B. Mary, not without cauſe doth 
he ask thee this queſtion. Thou wouldſt haue 
him aliue, and yet thou weepeſt becauſe thou 
doſt not find him dead. Thou art (ory that 
he is not heere , and for this very cauſe thou 
zthouldſt rather be glad. For if he were dead, it 
is moſt likly heshould be heere, but not being 
heere , it is a ſigne that he is alive. He reioy- 
ccth to be out of his graue, and thou weepeſt 
becauſe he is notin it. He will notlie any 
Where, and thou ſorroweſi for not knowing 
Where helicth. Alas why bewaileſt thou his 
glory, as an iniury: the reuiuing of his body 
as the robbery of his corſe? He being aliue , 
for what dead man mourneſt thou; and he 
being preſent whoſe abſcnee doelt thou la- 
ment f But tbe taking bim 10 be 4 Cardener, ſayd 

7 
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vm him, O Lord, iſ thou hai carried bim from hence; 


tell me where thou bf laid him, and Til fake bums | 


aa 
a O wonderfull effects of B. Marierlote, if 
loue be languor, how Jiveth ſhe by it? If love 
be her life, how dieth theirfie ? If it bereaued 
her of ſenle, how did ſhe ſee the Angells? If 
it afckened her ſenſe, why knew ſhe nor Ic- 
ſas? Doſt thou ſceke hos one, whome when 
thou haſt found*thou knowſt not, or if thou 
doſt know him when thou findeſt bim, why 
doſt thou ſeeke when thou haſt him? 
Behould leſus is come, and the party 
whome thou ſeekeſt, is he that talketh with 
thee. O B. Mary call vp thy wits , and open 
thine eyes. Hath thy Lord liued fo long, la- 
boured ſo much, died with ſuch painę, and 
ſhed ſuch Downs of bloud, to come to no 


higher preferment then to be a Gardener?. | 


And haſt thou beſtowed ſuch coft , ſo much 
forrow, & ſo many teares, for no better man 
then a ſilly Gardener ? Alis is the ſory Garden 
the beſt inheritance, thit thy lone can affoard 
him, or a gardeners office the higheſt digniey 


that thou wilt allow him ? It had been better a | 
he bad liued to haue beene Lord of thy caſtle, | 
then with bis death ſo dcarly to face bought | 


fo — a purchaſe. 
1 | But 
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But thy miſtaking bath in it a further 


myſtery. Thou tkinkeſt not amiſſe though 
thy ſight be deceaued. For as our firſt Father, 


ſo isthe Gardener the rayſer ef our rnines; 


in the ſtate of grace, and innoceney, was pla- 
ccd in the Garden of pleaſure, & the firſt office 
allotted him, was to be a Gardener:ſo the firſt © 
man that euer was in glory, appeareth firſt in 
F a Garden, and preſenteth himſelfe in a Gar- 
deners like nes, that the beginning of glory, 
F might rcſemble the entrance of innocency & 
grace. And as a Cardencr wasthefoile of mã- 
T kind, the parent of ſinne, & author of death: 


\ 


che ranſome of our offence, and the reſtorer 


of life, In a Garden Adam was deccaued , and 
taken eaptiue by the diuel. In a Garden Chriſt 


| was betraicd and taken priſoner by the Iewes. 


In a garden Adam was condemned tecarnhis 


bread with the ſweat of his browes. And af- 


ter a free gift of the bread of Angels in the laſt 
ſupper in a Garden, Chriſt did carne ir ys 
with a bloudy ſweat of bis whole body. By 
diſobcdient-cating the fruit of; tree, our 
right to that Garden was by Adam forfeited, 
and by the obedient death of Chriſt vpoa « 
tree, a farre better right is now recoucred , 
When Adem had ſinned in the garden of plea- 
ſurc, he was there apparelled in dead beaſtes 


— — , 
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Skins, that his garment might beroken h 


. when hauing ſowed in this Garden, a body 
the mortality whereof was ſign ĩfied by thole | 
ſpices, he now reaped the ſame, neither capa- 


graue, and his liuery of death agree with his 


',condemaatio to dye. And now to defraie the 


debt of that ſinne, in this Garden Chtiſt lay 
clad in the dead mans ſhrowd, and buryed in 
his Tombe, that as our harmes began, ſo they 
might end; and ſuch places and mcancs as 


ere the premiſes to our milcry, might be al- 


fo the concluſions of our misfortune. For this 
did Chriſt in the Canticles inuite vs te a beg. 
uenly banquet, after he was come into h's 
Garden, and had reaped his mirrh, and his 


ſpiee, to fore warne vs of the ioy, that after | 


this harueſt ſhould preſently enſue, namely 


ble of death, nor ſubiect to corruption. 
For this alſo Was B. Mary permitted to mi- 
Rake, that we might be informed of the my- 
ſtery, and ſee how aptly the courſe of our re- 


demption did an(were- the proceſſe of our | 


eondemnaion . E:: 2 


But though he be the Gardiner that hath 
planted the tiee of grace, and reſtored vs to 
the vſe & eating of the fruits of lifes Though 
it be he that — his gifts in our ſoules; 


quickaing in vs the ſeedes of vertue, and roo ff hut: 


4 . 
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ting out of vs the weedes of ſinne: yet is he 
nceuert heleſſe the ſame I xSvs he was, & the 


borrowed prelence of a meane labourer, nei- 


ther altereth his perſon, nordiminiſheth his 

right to his divine titles. 
Why then canſt thou not as well ſee 

what in truth he is, as what in ſnew he ſee - 


met, but becauſe thou ſeeſt more then thou 


didſt belecuc, and ſindeſt more then thy fayth 
ſerued thee to ſeeke: and for this though thy 
loue was worthy to ſec him, yet thy faith was 
vnworthy to know him. Thou didſt ſeeke 


for him as dead, and therefore doſt not know 


him ſeeing himaliue, and becauſe thou belee- 
ueſt not of him as he is, thou doſt only ſee 


him as he ſeemeth to be. 


I cannot ſay thou art faultleſſe, ſith thou 
art ſo lame in thy belicfe :butthy fault deſer- 
ueth fauour, becauſe thy charity is ſo great, & 
there fore, o mercifull leſu, giue me leaue to 
excuſe w home thou art minded to forgiue. 
dhe thought to haue found thee, as ſhe 
left thee, and ſhe ſought thee as ſhe did laſt ſce 
thee, being ſo ouercome with ſorrow for thy 
death, that the had neither roome nor reſpite 
in her mind, for any hope ofthy life; and be- 
ing ſo deeply interred in the griefe of thy 
burial, that ſhe could notraiſcher thoughts to 
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any conccitofthy Relurreion, © HH | 
-_ , Forinthc graue where 8s. Ieſeph buryed 
thy body, B. Mary togcathor with it entom- | 
bed her ſoule, and ſo ſtraitly combined it with | 
thy corſe, that ſhe could ith more caſe ſeuer 
ber ſoule from her owne body that liueth by 
it, then from thy dead body, with which her 
loue did bury it: ſor it is mote thyne and in 
thee, then her owne in her ſelfe:and there- | | 
fore in ſeeking thy body, ſheſecketh her Cn 
ſoule, as with the loſſe of the one, ſhe-alſo | | 
loſt the other. What maruell then theug | 
ſenſe faile, when the ſoule is loſt, fith the lan- 
terne muſt needes be darke when the light is 
out? | 4 
Reſtore vnto her therefore her ſoule that - 
lyeth impriſoned in thy body, andthe will] y 
ſoone both recouer her ſenſe, and diſcouet f 
her errour. For alas, it is no error, that pro- 
ceedeth of any will to erre, and it ryſeth at f 
much of vchemency of affection, as of default ,, 
in fayth. Regard not the errour ofa woman, fo 
but the loue of a Diſciple, which ſapplieth] 


* 


in it ſelfſe what in fayth it wantetn Ga 
| O.Lerd ( ſayth ſhe) If thoubeſt carrgeabing th. 
hence, tel me where thou haſt laid bim, and I will tak, hi. 
bim away. IWR as 5 De RS: tal 


0 ho learned is her ignorancrs a . 
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bewskillfull her error? She charged not the 
| _ Angells with thy remoouing, norſcemed to 
( miſtruſt them for carrying thee away, as 
though. that her loue had taught her, that 
| their help was needleſſe, where the thing re- 
| moued was remouer of it ſelfe. She did not 
| requeſt the to informe her where thou wert 
laid, as if the had reſerued that queſtiõ for thy 
ſelfe to anſwere. But now ſhe judgeth thee ſo 
| | likely to be the author of her loſſe, that halfe 
| ſuppoſing thee guilty, ſhe ſueth a recouery, & 
deſireth thec to tell her where the body is, as 
- | almoſt fully perſwaded that thou art aspriuy 
tothe place, as wellacquaintcd with the a- 
| | tion. So that if ſhe be not altogeather right, 
K | ſhcis not very much wrong, and ſhe erreth 
ll] with ſuch ayme, that ſhe very lietle miſſeth 
It} the truth. Tell her therefore, O Lord, what 
thou haſt done with thy ſelfe, ſith it is fitteſt 
4] forthy owne ſpeach to vtter, that which was 
i enly poſſible for thy owne power to per- 
nz] forme. . 
> But O B. Mary, fithenee thou art ſo de- 
© | firous to know where thy leſus is, why doſt 
un thou not name him, when thou askeſt for 
him? Thou ſaydſt to the Angels that they had 
taken away thy Lord, and now the ſecond 
my tyme thou as keſt for him. Are thy thoughts fo 
a . I 3 viſible 
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vilible, as at thy only preſence to be ſcene 5 or 
fo generall, that they poſſeſſe all when they 
are once inthee? When thou ſpeakeſt of him, 
what Him doſt thou meane, or hew can a 
ſtranger vnderſtand thee when thou talkeit 


of thy Lord? Hath the world no other Lords 


but thyne? Or is the demanding by ao other 
name but ( him) a ſufficient notice for whom 
thou demaundeſt ? | Os 

But ſuch is the nature of thy loue, thou 
jndgeſt that no other ſhould be intitled a 


Lord, ſith the whole world is too litle for thy | 


Lordes poſſeſſion, and that thoſe few crea» 
tures that are, cannot chooſe but know him, 
ſith all the creatutes of the world are too few 
to ſerue him. And as his worthines can appay 
all loues, and his only loue content all harts, 
ſo thou deemeſt him to beſo well worthy to 
be owner of all thoughts, that no thoughr in 


thy conccit, can be well beſtowed vpon any 


other, | 
Yet thy ſpeeches ſeeme more ſuddaine 
then ſound, and more peretaptoty, then well 


pondered , Why doſt thou ſay fo reſolutely , 


without any further circumſtance, that if 
this Garderier. haue taken him, thou wilt 
take him from him ?Ifhe bad him by right; 
in taking him away, thou fhouldeſt do him 
ts | | wrong. 
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wrong . If thou ſuppoſeſt he wrengfally 
toake him, thou layeit theft to his charge, and 
ho vſocuer it be, thou either condemneſt thy 
lelfefor an vſurper, or him fora thiefe. And 
is thi an effect of thy zealous loue, firſt to a- 
baſc him from a God to a Gardencr, & now 
todegrade him from a Gardener to a thiefe? 

Thou ſhouldſt alſo haue conſidered whe- 
ther he tooke him vpon loue or malice. If it 
were for loue, thou maiſt aſſure thy ſelfe that 
he wil be as wary to keep, as he was yentrous 


to get him, & therfore thy pollicy was wcake 


in lying, thou wouldeſt take him away, be- 
fore thou knewett where he was, ſith none is 
ſo ſimple to be wray their treaſure ro a known 
thiefe . If he tooke him of-malice, thy offer to 
recouer him, is an open deñanee, ſith malice 
is as obſtina te in defending , as violent in of- 
fring wrong, and he that would be cruell a- 


gainſt thy maiſters dead body, is likely to be 


more furious againſt his living diſciple. 
But thy loue had no leaſute to caſt ſo ma- 


ny deubts . Thy tcares were interpreters of 
thy wordes, and thy innocent meaning was 


written in thy dolefull countenance . Thy 
eyes were rather pleaders for pitty, then He- 
raulds of wrath, and thy whole peiſon pre- 
ſented luch a patterne of thy extreme anguĩſn 

ER I 4 that 
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that no man from thy preſencc eould take in 
any other impreſſion. And ther fore what thy 
words wanted, thy action ſupplied, & what 
his eare might miſtake, his eye did vnderfãd. 
It may be alſo that he wrought in thy 
hart, that was concealed from thy ſight, and 
' happily his voyce and demeanour did import 
ſuch compaſſion of thy caſe, that he ſeemed as 
willing to affoard, as thou deſirous to haue 
bis help. And ſo preſuming by his behauiaur, 
that thy ſute ſhould not ſuffer repulſe, the te- 
nour of thy requeſt doth but argue thy hope 
ofagtaunt. 


But what is the reaſon, that in all thy 


ſpcaches, which ſince the miſſe of thy maiſter 
thou haſt vttered ( P/bere they haue pat bim) is 
alwayes a part ? So thou ſaydſt to the Apo- 
ſtles, the ſame to the Angells, and now thou 
doſt repeat it to this ſuppoſed Gardiner: ve- 
ry ſweet muſt this word be in thy hart, that 
is ſo often in thy mouth, and it would neuer 
be lo ready in thy tongue, if it were not very 
freſh in thy memory, 

But what meruaile, though it taſt ſo 
ſweet, that was firſt ſeaſoned in thy Maiſters 
mouth, whicb as it was the treaſury of truth 
the fountaine of life, and theonly quire of 
the moſt perfect harmony: ſo whatſoever it 
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delivered, thy care deuoured, and thy hart 
locked vp. And now that thou wanteſt him- 
ſcife, thou haſt no other comfort but his 
words, which thou deemſt ſo much the more 
effectuall to perſuade, in that they tooke their 
force from lo heauenly a ſpeaker. His ſweet- 
neſſe therfore it is, that maketh this ward ſo 
fweete, and for loue of him thou repeateſt it 
ſo often, becauſe he in the like caſe ſayd of thy 
brother, VV here haue you put him? O how much 
doſt thou affect his perſõ that findeſt ſo ſwect 
afecling in his phraſe? How much defireſt 
thou to ſee his countenaunce, that with fo 
great de ſire pronounceſt his words? And 
bow willingly wouldeſt thou kiſſe his ſacred 
fecte, that (o willingly vttereſt his ſhorteſt 
ſpeaches? | 

But what meancſt thou to make ſo abſo- 
Jute a promiſe, and fo bouldly to ſay, I will take 
him away? Ioſeph was a fraid , and durſt not take 
downe his body fro the croſſe, but by night, 
yeaand then alſo not without Pilats warrant : 
but thou neither ſtajeſt vntill night, nor re- 
gardeſt Pilat, but ſtoutly promilelt , that thou 
thy ſelfe wilt take him away. 

What if he be in the pallace of the high 
pricſt, and ſome ſuch maide as made S. peter 
deny his maiſter, doe begin to queſtion with 
„ 15 thee , 
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thee, wilt thou then ſtand te theſe werdes, I 
will take him away? Is thy courage ſo high 
aboue kind, thy ſtrength ſo farre beyond thy 
ſexe, and thy loue ſo much wichour mcaſure, 
that thou neither doſt remember that all wo- 
men ate weake, nor that thou thy ſelfe art but 
a woman? Thou exempteſt no place, thou 
preferreſt no perſon, thou ſpeakeſt without 
feare, thou promiſeſt without codition, theu 
makeſt no exception: as though nothing 
were impoſſible that thy loue ſuggeſteth. 

But as the darkeneſſe could not fright 
thee from _ forth before day, nor the 
watch feate thee from cõming to the Tombe, 
as thou diddeſt reſolue to breake open the 
ſeales, though with danger of thy life, and 
to remoue the ſtone from the graues mouth, 
though thy force could not lerue thee: ſo 
what marucll, though thy loue being now 
more incenſed with the freſh wound of thy 
loſſe, it reſolue vpon any, though neuer ſo 
hard aduentures ; 

Loue is not ruled with reaſen , but with 
lone. It neyther regardeth what can be, not 
. what ſhall be done, but onely what it ſelfe de- 
ſireth to do. No difficulty can ſtay it, no im- 
poffibility appale it. Loue is title juſt inough, 
and Armour ftrong inough for all aſſaules f 
an 
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and it ſelfe arcward of all labouret. It asketh 
no retompence, it reſpecteth no commodity, 
Loues fruits are loues effects, and the gaynes 
the pay nes. It conſideretk behoofe, more then 
beneſite, and what in duty it ſhould , not 
What in deed it can. | 

But how cen nature be ſo maĩſtered with 
affection, that thou canft take ſuch gelight 
and carry ſuch loue to a dead corle? f he mo- 
ther how tenderly ſoeuer ſhe loued her child 
aliue, yet ſhe cannot chuſe but loath him dead, 
The moſt louing ſpouſe cannot endure the 


preſence of her deceaſed husband, and whoſe 


imbracements were delightſome in life, arc 
euer moſt hatefull after death. Yea this is the 
nature of all, but principally of women, that 
the very conceit, much more the ſight of the 
departed, ſtriketh into them ſo feare ſull and 
vgly impreſſions, and ſt irreth in them fo great 
horrour, that notwithſtanding the moſt ve- 
hement loue, they thinke Jong vntill the 
houſe be rid of their very deareſt friends, 
when they are once artyred in deaths vnloue- 


 ltylineries. How then canſt thou endure to 


take vp hii corſe in thy hands, and to earty it 
thou knoweſt not thy ſelfe how farre, being 
eſpecially ſo torne and mangled, and conſe- 
qucutly the more likely in ſo long tyme to be 

Fe: 3 = eainted? 
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taynted ? | Nat Ye hs 
Thy ſiſter was ynwilling that the graue of 
her owne brother ſhould be opened, and yet, 
he was throwded io ſheetes, embalmed with 
ſpices, and died an ordinary death, without 
any weund,bruſe or other harme, that might 
haften his corruption . But this corſe hath 
neyther.shrowd, nor ſpice, fith theſe are all to 
beſcenein the Tombe, and there is not a part 
in his body, but had ſome help to further it 
to decay, and art thou not afrayd to ſee him, 
= eo touch him, yea toimbrace and carry 
im naked in thy armes: 

If thou hadſt remembred Gods promile, 
that Hi holy One should not ſee corruption: If thou 
hadſt beleeued, that his Godhcad remayning 
with his body, could haue preſcrued it from 
perishing, thy faith had beene more worthy 
of prayſe, but thy loue leſſe worthy of admi- 
ration, ſith the more corruptible thou dideſt 
conceiuc him, the more combers thou dideſt 
determine to ouereome, and the greater was 
thy loue in being able to conquer them , But 
thou would'ſt haue thought thy oyntments 
rather harmes then helpes, if thou hadſt bene 
ſetled in that belicfe, and for fo heauenly a 
corſe embalmed with God, all earthly ſpices 
would haue ſeemed a diſgrace. If 
8 thou 
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thou had'ſt firmcly truſted vpon his reſurre- 
tion, I should leſſe maruayle at thy conſtant 
deſigument, fith all hazardes in taking him 
should haue beene with vluty tepayd, it lying 
in thy lappe, thou mighteſt haue ſeene him 
xeuiued , and his diſfigured and dead body 
beautyfied in thy armes with a divine ma- 
ieſty. If thou hadſt hoped ſo good fortune to 
thy watery eyes, that they might haue beene 
firſt cleared witk the beames of his defired 
light, or that his eyes might haue bleſſcdthee 
with the firſt fruites of their glorious loo kes: 
If thou hadſt imsgined any likelihood te 
haue made happy thy dy ing heart, with ta- 
king in the fir̃ſt gaſpes of hiꝭ liuing breath , or 
to haue heard The firſt wordes of his pleafng 
voice: Finally if thou hadſt tbought to haue 
ſeene his iniuryes turned to honours , che 
markes of his miſery to ornaments of his glo- 
ty, and the depth of thy heauyneſſe to ſuch 4 
height of felicity , whatſocucr thou hadſt 
done to obtayne him, had beene but à mite 
for a million, and too ſlender a price for fo 
foucraigneapeniworth. © e 

BZBut hauing no ſuch hopes to yphold thee, 
and ſo many motiues to plunge thee in def 
paire, how could thy leue beſo mighty, as 
neyther to feelea womans feare of ſo _— 
v. | > me 
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med a corſe, nor to thinłe the waight of the 
burthen to heauy for thy feeble armes, nor to 
be amazed with a world of dangers, that this 
attempt did carry with it? 

But affection cannot fcarew hom it affe - 
tet h, love feeleth no load of him it loueth, 
neither can true friendthip be frighted from 
reſcuing ſo afficda friend. 


What meaneft thou then, O comfort of 


ber life, to leaue ſo conſtant a wel-willer lo 
long vncomforted, & to punniſh her ſo much 
that ſo wel deſerueth pardon ? Dally no lon- 
zer with ſo know ne a loue, which ſo many 
trials auouch moſt true. And ſith ſhe is no- 
thing but what it pleaſeth thee, let her taſte 
the benefite of being only thine. She did not 
follaw the tyde of thy better fortune, to ſhift 
ſayle when the ſtreame did alter eourſe. Shee 
began not to loue thee in thy life to leaue thee 
after death: Neyther was ſhee ſuch a gueſt at 
thy table, that meant to bea ſtranger in thy 
neceſſity. She left thee not in thy loweſt ebbe, 
ſhe reuolted not from thy laſt extremity : In 
thy life the ſerued thee with her goods: In 
thy death ſbe departed not from thy croſſe: 
after death ſhe came to dwell with thee ar thy 


Blefied be Shes Ut eur Tera 1 becauſe bat courteſie abe 
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affoarded to the qui łę, abe hath alſo continued towards 
ths dead. A thing ſo much the more to be eſtee- 
med, in that it is moſt rare. 

Do not (weet Lord any longer delay her. 
Behold ſhe hath attended thee theſe three 
dayes, and ſhe hath net what to catc, nor 
wherewith to foſter her famiſhed ſoule, vn- 
leſſe thou by diſconering thy ſelſe, doſt mini- 
ſer vata her the bread of thy body, and feed 
her with the food that hath in it all raſtc of 
ſweetneſſe, If therfore thou wilt not haue hee 
to faynt in the way, refreſh her with that 
which her hunger requireth. For ſurcly ſhe 
eannot long cnioye the life of her body, vnles 
ſhe may haue notice ef thee, that art the life of 
her ſoule. 

But feare not B M, for thy teares will 
obtaine. They are toe mighty oratours, to let 
any ſuitefall, and though they pleaded at the 
moſt rigorous barre, yet haue they ſo perſua- 
ding a filencc, & ſo conquering a complaint, 
that by yeelding they oucreome, and by in- 
treat ing they comaund. They tie the tongues 
of all aceuſers, and ſoften the rigour of the ſe- 
uereſt ludge. Vea they win the inuineible, & 
bind the emnipotent. When they ſeeme moſt 
pittifull. they haue greateſt power, and being 
moſt forſaken they are more victorous. Re- 

| Es os pentant 
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pentant eyes are the cellers ot Angells, and pe- 
nitcnt teares the ir ſweeteſt wines, which the 
ſauour of life perfumeth, the taſt of grace 
Tweetneth, and the pureſt colours of retur- 
ning innoccacy highly beautificth . This 


dew of deuotion neuer fayleth , but the Sunne 


of iuſtice drawcth it vp, and vpon what face 
ſocucr it droppeth, it maketh it amiable in 
Gods eye. For this water hath thy hart beene 
long a limbecke, ſometymes diſtilling it out 
of the weeds of thy: owe offences with the 
fire of true conttſtion. Sometymes out of 
the flowers of ſpirituall comforts, with the 
flames of contemplation: and now out of the 
bitter hearbes of thy maiſters mifcries , with 
the hcate of a tender compaſſion. This water 
Hach b better graced thy looks, then thy former 
alluring glances. It ha th ſetled worthier be- 
autics in thy face, then all thy artificiall pain- 
tings. Yea this only. Water hath quenched 
"Gods anger, qualified bis iuſtice, reconered 
her mercy , werized-hjs loue, purchaſed his 
pardov, and brought forth the ſpring of all 
thy fanqur. Thy teates were the proctours for 


7 95 brotherslife, the inuiters of thoſe Angells | 
for thy comfort, and the futers that ſhall be | 
rewarded with, the firft ſight of thy reuined 


Saviour. Rewarded they call be, but not re- 
frained 
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\ frained, altered in their caule, but theircourle 
continued. Heaucn would wecp at the loſſe 
of ſo pretious a water, and earth lament the 


7 abſence of ſo fruitfull fhewres. No no, the 


- Angells muſt (till bath themſclucs in the pure 
ſtreames of thy eyes, and thy face ſhall ſtill be 
et with this liquid pearle, that as out of thy 
teares, were ſtroken the firſt ſparkes of thy 
Lords lone, ſo thy teares may be the oyle, to 


nouriſh and feed his fla me. Till death dam vp 


the ſpringes, they ſhall neuer ceaſe running: 
nnd then ſhall thy ſoule be ferricd in them to 


the harbour of life, that as by them it was firſt 


paſſed from ſinne to grace, ſo in them it may 
be wafted from grace to glory. In the meane 
| tyre, reare vp thy fallen hopes, and gather 
confidence both of thy ſpcedy comfort, and 
thy Lords well being 

Teſus ſayth vnto her, Maria. She turning, ſeyi 

vnto him: Rabboni. 
O louing Maiſter, thou didſt only de- 
ferre her conſolation, to increaſe it, that the 
delight of thy preſence, might be ſo much the 
more welleeme, in that through thy long ab- 
ſence it was with ſo little hope, ſo much defi- 
red. Thou wert content ſhe ſhould lay out for 
thee fo many ſighes, tea res, and plaints, and 
diddeſt purpoſely adiourne the date of her 
| K payment 
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paymẽt, to requite the length of theſe delayes | 


with a larger loan of ioy. It may be ſhe knew 
not her former happynes, till ſke was weaned 
from it? nor had a right eſtimate in yaluing 
the treaſures, with which thy preſence did 
enrich her, vntill her extreme pouerty taught 
her their vneſtimable rate. But now thou 
ſhe weſt by a ſweet experiẽce, that though ſhe 
payed thee with the deareſt water of her eyes, 


with her beſt breath, & tẽdereſt loue, yet ſmall | 


wasthe price that ſhe beſtow¾yed in reſpect of 
the worth that ſhe receaued. She ſought thee 
dead, and impriſoned in a ſtony goale: and 
now the findcth thee both al iue, and at full li- 
berty . She ſought thee ſhrined in a ſhrowd, 
more like a leaper then thy ſelf, left as the mo- 
dell of the vttermoſt miſery, and the only pat- 

terne of the bittereſt vnhappyneſſe: and now 
me findeth thee inueſted in the robes of glory, 
the preſident of the higheſt, and the owner 
and giuer of all felicity. 


And as all this while ſhe hath ſought 


without finding, wept without comfort, & 
ealled W ſo now thou ſatis- 


fieſt her ſeeking with thy cõmming, her tears 
with thy triumph, and all her cryes with this 


one word Mary. For when ſhe heard thee call 


her in thy wented manner, and with thy 
| viuall 
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vſuall voyce, her only name iſſuing from thy 

mouth , wrought ſo ſtrange an alteration in 
her, as if ſhe had beene wholy new made 
when ſhe was only named. For whereas be- 
fore the violence of her gricfe had ſo benum= 
med her, that her body ſeemed but the hearſe 


of her dead hart, and her hart the coffin of an 


vnliuing ſoule, and her whole preſence but a 
repreſentation of a double funerall of thyne 
and of her owne: now With this one word 


her ſenſes are reſtored, her mind lightned, her 


hart quiekened, and her ſoule reuiued. 

But what maruell, though with one 

word he raĩſe the dead ſpirits of his poore diſ- 

ciple, that with a word made the world, and 

euen in this very word fheweth an omnipo- 
tent power? 

Mary ſhe was called as well in bad, 


2s in her reformed eſtate, and both her good 


and cuill was all of Marjes working . And 
as Mary ſignifyeth no leſſe what ſhe was, 
then what ſhe is: ſo is this one word by 
his vertue that ſpeaketh it, a repetition of 
all her miſcrycs, an Epitome of his mercyes, 


and a memoriall of all her better fortunes, 
And therefore it laid fo generall a diſcoue- 


ry of her ſelfe before her eyes, that it a waked 
her. moſt forgotten ſorrowes, and muſte- 
= Bo red 
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red togeather the whole multitude of her 
- Joyes, and would haue left the iſſue of their 
mutiuy very doubt full, but that the preſence 
und notice of her higheſt happynes decided 
the quarrell, and gaue her ioyes the victory. 
For as he was her only Sunne, whole going 


downelefrt nothing but a dumpiſh night of 


feare full fanſyes, wherein no ſtarre of hope 
ſhined, & the brighteſt plannets were chan- 
ged into diſmall ſignes: ſo the ſerenity of his 
countenance, and authority of his word , 


brought a calme and well tempered day, that 


chaſing away all darkneſſe, and diſperſing 


the clouds of melancholy , cured the letargy, 


& brake the dead ſletp of her aſtonyed ſenſes. 
She therefore rauiſhed with his voice, and 


impatient of delayes, taketh his talke out of 
his mouth, and to his firſt and yet only word, 


anſwered but one other, calling him Rabboni, b ; 


that is Maiſter , And then (udden ioy row ling | 


all othcr paſſions, ſhe could no more procecd 
in her owae, then giuehim leaue to goe for- 
ward with his ſpeach. | 


Laue would haue ſpoken, but feare infor- | 
ced filence. Hope framcth the wordes, but 
doubt melteth them in the paſſage: and when 


her inward conceits ſerued to come out, her 
voice trẽbled, her tongue faultred , her breath 
| | fayled 
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fayled. In fine teares iſſued in lleu of wordes, 
and deep ſighes inſteed of long ſentences ſup- 
plyed each others default, and the hart preſ= 


ſed out the valillabled breath at once, which 


the confli& of herdilagreing paſſions, would 
no: ſuffer to be ſorted inte the ſcuerall ſounds 
of intelligible ſpeaches. 
For ſuch is their eſtate that are ſicke, with 
a ſurfet of ſuddaine ioy, for the attayning of a 
thing vehemently deſired. For as deſire is e- 
uer vſhcred by hope, and wayted on by feare, 


\ ſo ĩs it credulous in entertayning coniectures, 
but heard in grounding a firme beliefe. And 


thoogh it be apt to admit the leaſt ſhaddo v 


of wiſhed comfort, yet the hoater the deſire 


is to haue it, the more perfect aſſurance it re- 


quireth for it: which ſo long as it wanteth 
the firſt ne wes, or apparance of that which ts 
in requeſt, is rather an alarum to ſummon vp 

all paſſions, then a retrait to quiet the de ſire. 


For as hope preſumeth the beſt, and inuiteth 


oy to gratulate ar the good ſucceſſe: ſo frare 


ſuſpecteth it too good to he true, and calle th 
vp ſorrow to bewayle the vncertainty. And 
while theſe interchange obiections and an- 
ſwers, ſometymes feare falleth into deſpaire, 
and hope riſcth inte repining anger, and thus 
the shirmifh ſtill continueth, till cuidence of 
115 K 2 proofe 
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proofe conclude the Controueriye. 
B. Mary therfore, though ſhe ſuddenly an- 
\wered vpon notice of his voyce, yet becauſe 
thenouelty was ſo ſtrang, his perlen fo chan- 
ged, his preſence ſo vnexpected, and ſo many 
miracles layd at once before her amazed cyes, 
ſhe found a ſedition in her thoughts, tiil more 
carncſt vic wing him exempted them from al 
doubt. | 
And then though words would haue bro- 
ken out, and her hart ſent into his, dutpes 
that (he ought him, yet every thought ſtri- 
uing to be firſt vttered, and to haue the firſt 
roome in his gracious hearing, ſhe was forced 
as an indifferent arbiier amonęſt them, to 
ſeale them vp all vnder ſilence by ſuppreſſing 
ſpeach , and to ſupply the want of wordes, 
with more ſignificant actions. And therefore 
running to the haunt of her chicfeſt delights, 
and falling at his ſacred feet, ſhe offered to 
bath them with tcares of ioy, and to ſanctify 
her lips with kiſſing his once grieuous, but 
now moſt glorious wounds. | 
She ſtayed not for any more words, being 
now made bleſſed with the word himſelfe, 
thinking it a greater benefite, at once to feed 
all her wiſhes, in the homage, honour and 
imbracing of his feet, then in the often hea»: 
2 90 | | ring | 
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ring of his leſſe comtortable talke. ? 
For as the nature of loue coucteth not on- 
ly o be vnited, but if it were poſhble w holy 
trans formed out of it ſelfe into the thing it 
loueth: ſo doth ic moſt affect that which moſt 
vniteh, and prefetreth the leaſt coniunion 
befor any diſtant contentment. Andthesfore 
to ſechim, did not ſuffice her; to heare him, 
did not quiet her; to ſpeake with him, was 
not inough for her; & except ſhe might touch 
him. nothing could pleaſe her. But though ſhe 
humbly fell downe at bis feet to kiſſe them, 
yet Ciriſt did forbid ker, ſaying: Do not touch 
me, ſorl am not yet aſcended to my Fatber. 
O Icſo, what myſtery is in this? Being 
dead in finne, ſhe touched thy mortall feet 
that were to dye for her ſake, and being now 
aliue ingrace, may ſhe not touch thy glori- 
ous feet that axe no leſſe for her benefit reui- 
ucd ? She was once admitted to annoint thy 
head, and is he now ynworthy of acceſſe to 
thy feet? Doeſt thon now command her 
from that for which thou wert wont to.cos. 
mend her, and by prayſing the deed diddeſt 
moue heroften to do it? Sith other women 


ſhal touch thee, why hath ſhea repulſezyea ſith 


ſhe her ſelfe ſhall touch thee heerafter, why 
is ſhe now reiected? What meaneſt thou, O 
61162 K 4 Lord, 
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145 S. Mary Magdalens 
Lord, by thus debarring her of lo deſired 1 
duety, and fith amongſt all thy Diſciples theu 


haſt vonchſafed her with ſuch a prerogative, 


2$ts honour her eyes with the firſt ſight, ind 
her eares with thy firſt wordes, why denyeſt 
thou the priuiledge of firſt imbracing ? I! the 
multitude of her teares have woone that fa- 
uour to her cyes, & her longing to heart thee 
ſogreata recompence to her cares, whydoeſt 
thou not admit her hands to touch, and her 
mouth to kiſſe thy holy feet, ſith the one n ith 
many pla intes, and the ether with the if rea- 
dyneſſe to all ſeruices, ſeem to haue earned no 
leſſe reward ? 

But notwithſtanding all this, theu pre- 
uenteſt the effect of her offer, with torbidding 
her to touch thee, as if thou. hadſt ſayd 

O Mary, know the differenct be: weene 
a gloriousanda mortall body, betwtene the 
condition of a momentary and of aneternall 
life. For fich the mortality of the body, and 
the glory both of body and ſoule ate the en- 
 dowmentsof an heauenly in habiraat, & the 
rightes of another world, thinke not this fa- 
uour to ſeeme heere ordinary, nor leaue to 
touch me a common thing. 

It were not lo great a wonder to ſee the 


ſtarres fall from their Spheres, & the Sunne 


forlake 


— — 
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fuorſake Heaucn , and to come within tae 


reach of a mortal arme; as for me that am not 
only a Cittizẽ, but the Soueraigne of Saints, 


tand the ſunne whole beames are the Angells 


— — 
— rn 


bliſle, to ſhew my ſelfe viſible to the pilgrims 
of this world, and to diſplay eternall beauties 
to corruptible eyes. Though I be not yet aſ- 
cended to my Father, I ſhall ſhortly aſcend, & 


ther fore meaſure not thy demeanour towards 


me, by the place where Iam, but by that 
which is due vnto me, and then thou wile 
rather with reverence fall downe a farre off, 
then with ſuch familiarity preſume to touch 
me. Doeſt thou not belecue my former pro- 
miles? Haſt thou not a conſtant proofc by my 
s wordes? Are not thy eyts and eares 
afficient teſtimonies, but that thou muſt alſo 
haue thy hands and face witneſſe of my pre- 
ſence? Touch me not, O Mary, for if I doe 
deceive thy fight, or delude thy hearing, I 
can as cafily beguile thy hand and fruſſ rate 


thy feeling. Or i I be true ia any one, beleeue 


me in all, and imbrace me firſt in a firme fayth 
and then thou ſhale touch me with more wor. 


thy hands. It is now neceſſary to weane thee 
from the comfort of my cxternall preſence, 
that thou maiſt learne to lodge me in the ſe- 


crets of thy hart, and teach thy thoughts to 


K 5 ſupply 


148 S. Mary Magdalene 
ſuplly the offices ot outward ſenſes. For in 
this viſible ſhape I am not here long to be ſee- 
ne, being ſhortly to aſcend vnto my Father: 
but whet thy cye then ſeeth not, thy hart 
fhall feele, and my ſilent parley will find 
audience in thy in ward care. Yet it thou fea- 
reſt leaſt my aſcending ſhould be ſo fodaine ; 
that if thou doeſt net now take thy leaue of 
my feete, with thy humble kiſſes and louing 
tcares, thou ſhalt neuer find the like opportu- 
nity againe, licence from thee that needleſſe 
ſuſpition. I am not yet aſcended ynto my Fa- 
ther, and for all ſuch duties, there will be a 


more conuenient tyme. But now eee 


that which requireth more haſt, and runne to 
my brethren and informe them what I ſay; 
that Iwill go before them into Galilee, there 
they ſhall fee me. | 
B. Mary therefore preferring her Lords 
will before her owne wiſh, yet ſorry that her 
will was worthy of no better euent, depar- 
teth from him like a hungry infant pulled 
from a full teat, or a thirſty Hart chaſed from 
a ſweet fountaine She iudged her ſelfe but 
an vnlucky meſſenger of molt ioyfull tidings 
being baniſhed from her maiſters preſence, to 
carry ne wes of his reſurrection. Alas (ſayth 
ſhe) and cannot others be happy without my 
18 . _ vahappi- 
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tymes ſhe forgetteth her ſelfe, and loue carrĩ- 
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vnhappineſſe, or cannot their gaines come in 
but through my loſſes? Mult the dawning of 
their day, be the cucning of mine, and my 
loule robbed of ſuch a treaſure to enrich their 
eares? O my hort returne thou to enioy him, 
why goeſt thou with me, that am inforced 
to go trom him. In me thou art but in priſon, 
and in him is thy only paradiſe. I haue bu- 
ricd thee long inough in former ſorro wes, & 
yet now when thou wert halfe reuiued, I am 


conſtrained to carry thee frõ the ſpring of life, 


Alas go ſeeł to better thy ſelfe in ſome more 
happy breſt, ſith I cuill deſeruing creature am 
nothing different from that I was, but in ha- 
uing taken a taſt of the higheſt delight, that 
— i and want of it might drowne 
me in the deepeſt miſcry. 

Thus dutic leading, and loue with-hol- 
ding her, ſhe gocth as faſt backward in 
thought, as forward in pace, ready eftſoones 
to faynt for greife, but that a firme hope to 
ſee him againe, did ſupport her weakneſſe. 
She often turned towards the Tombe to 
breath, deeming the very aire that came from 
the place where he ſtood, to haue taken ver- 
tue of his preſence, and to haue in it a refre- 
ſhing force aboue the courſe of nature. Some- 


ein 


— 
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150 S. Mary Magdalen: 
et h her in a golden diltraction , making her 
to imagine that her Lord is preſent, and then 
ſhe ſeemeth to demaund him queſtions, and 
to heare his anſweres: ſhe dreameth that his 
feete are in her folded armes, and that hegi- 
geth her ſoule a full repaſt of his comforts: 
But alas when ſhe commeth to her ſelfe, and 
findeth it but an illuſion, ſhe is fo much the 
more ſorry, in that the only imagination, be- 
ing ſo delightfull, ſhe was not worthy to en- 
.toy the thing it ſelfe. And when ſhe paſſeth 
by thoſe places where her maiſter had beene: 
O ſtones (ſayth ſhe ) how much more happy 
are you then I moR wretched Caitiffe, ſith t 
you was not den ied the touch of thoſe bleſſed 
feete , whereof my cuill deſerts haue now 
made me vnworthy? Alas wharcrime haue 1 
of late committed, that hath thus cancelled 
me out of his good conceit, and eſtranged me 
from his aceuſtomed curteſie? had I but a leaſe 
of his loue, for terme of his life, or did my in- 
tereſt in his feete expire with his deceaſe? In 
them with my teares I wrote my firſt ſuppli- 
cation for mercy, which I pointed with ſighs 
foudled vp in my haire, and humbly ſealed 
with the impreſſion of my lippes. They were 
the dores of my firſt entrance into his favour, 
by which I was graciouſly entertained ww 
art 
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hart, and admitted to doe homage vnto his 
head, while it was yet « mortall mirrour of 
immortall maieſty, an carthly ſcar of a hea- 
uculy wiſedome, contayning in man a Gods 
felicity. 

But alas I muſt be contented to beare a 
lower ſaile, and to take downe my deſires to 
farre mesner hopes, ſith former fauours are 
RoW too high markes for me to ay me at. 

O my eyes, why are you ſo ambitious of 
heaucnly honours? He is now to bright a ſun 
for ſo weake a fight: your lookes are limited 
to meaner light, you are the eyes of a bat, and 
not ofan Eegle : you muſt humble your ſelues 
to the twilight of inferrior th inges, and mea- 
ſure you ſights by your ſlender ſubſtãce. Gaze 
not too much vpon the blaze of eternity, leaſt 
you looſe your ſelues in too much ſelf delight, 
and being too curious in ſifting his maieſty , 
you be in the end oppreſſed with his glory. 


No, no, ſith I am reiected from his feete, how 


can I otherwilc preſume, but that my wane 
of faith hath diſlodged me out of his hart, and 
throwne me out of all poſſeſſion of his mind 
and memory. Yet why ſhould I ſtoupe to ſo 
baſe a feare? when want of fayth was agree 
ucd with want of all goodneſſe, he diſdained 
not to accept me for one of his * 
ſha 


x53: 2 S. Mary Magdalen: 

hall Inow thinke that he will for my faynt 
beleefe ſo rigorouſly abandon me ? And is 
the finccrity of my loue, wherein he bath no 


pattcrne, ot fo {lender account, that it may 


not hope for ſome little ſparke of his wonted 
mercy ?l wilnot wrong him with ſo yniult a 
ſuſpition, ſith his appear ing improueth it, his 
words oucithrow it, his countenance doth 
d iſſwade it; why then ſhould I (uck ſo much 
ſorrow out of ſo vaine a ſutmiſe. 

Tbus B. Maryes trauel ing phanſies, making 


long voyages in this ſhort iourney, and wa- 


uering berweene the ioy of her viſion, and 
the griefe of her denyall, entertayned ber in 
the way, and held her parley with fuch diſ- 
courſes, as are incident vnto minds, in which 
neyther hope is full maiſter of the field, nor 
feare hath receiued an vtter ouerthrow., 
But as ſhe was in this perplexed manner, 
now falling, now riſing in her ovvne vncer- 
taynties, ſhe findeth on the way, the other 
holy women that firſt came with her to the 
raue whom the Angells had now aſſured of 
Chriſts reſurrection. And as they paſſed all 
forwards towards the Diſciples: Behould Ieſus 
wet them ſaying , All hyale. But they come neere , and 
tooke boldof bis ſeete , and adored him. Then Ieſus ſayd 
vio them, Feare not. Goc tell my brethrenthat they goe 
3 4 into 
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into Galilee, there they shall ſee me. | 

O Lord how profound are they iudgments, 
and vnſearchable thy counſels? doth her ſor- 
row [it ſo neere thy heart, or thy repulſe re- 
bound with ſuch regreet by ſeing her woun- 
ded loue bleed ſo faſt at her eyes, that thy late 
refulall muſt ſo ſoone he requited with ſo free 
2 grant? Is it thy pitty. or her change, which 
cannot allow that ſbe ſhould any longer faſt 
from her earneſt longing? 

But O nioſt mild Phiſitian, well knoweſt 
thouthat thy ſharp coroſiue, with bitter ſmart 
angred her tender weund , Which being ra- 
ther cauſed by vawitting ignorance then 
willfull error, was as ſoone cured as knowne, 
And therefore thou quickly applieſt a ſweet 
lenitiue, to aſſwage her paine, that ſhe might 
acknowledge her forbidding rather a father- 
ly cheek to her vnſetled fayth, then an auſtere 
reiecting her for her fault. And therefore thou 
admitteſt her to kiſſe thy feete, the two cone 
duicts of grace, and ſeales of our redemption, 
renewing her 8 Charter of thy vnchanged 
loue, and accepting ef her the vowed ſacrifice 
ber ſanctiſied ſoule. 

And thus gratious Lord haſt thor finiſhed 

her feares, aſtured her hopes, fulfilled her de- 

fires, latisficd her loues, (tinted her — 
c 


154 S. Mary Magdalens 

feed her ĩoyes, and made the period of her 
cxpiring gricfes,the preamble to her now en- 
tring, and neuer ending pleaſures, 

O ho mercifull a Father thou art, to 
left Orphanes, ho w eaſy a iudge to repentant 
ſinners, and how faythfall a friend to ſincere 
loners! It is vndoubtedly true, that thou ne- 
uer leaueſt thoſe that loue thee, and thou lo- 
neſt ſuch as reſt their affiance in thee. They 
ſhall find thee liberall aboue deſert, and boun- 
tifull beyond hope: a meaſurer of thy giftes, 
not by the ir merits, but thy owne mercy. 

O Chriſtian ſoule take B. May for thy 


mirrour,follow her affect ion that like effects 


may follow thyne, Learne O ſinfull man of 
this once a ſinfull woman, that ſinners may 
find Chriſt, if their fins be amended. Learne 
that whome finne looſeth, loue recouereth, 
whom faintneſſc of faith chaſeth away,firm- 
neſſe of hope reealleth, and that which no o- 
ther mortall force, fauor or policy can com- 
paſſe, the eont inued teares ofa conſtant loue, 
are able to obtaine. Learne of B. Mary for 
Chriſt to fear no encounter, out of Chriſt to 


deſite no comforts, & with the loue of Chriſt 


to ouer · rule the [one of all th inges. Riſe early 


in the morning of thy good motions, and let 


them not ſleep in ſloth, when diligence may 


per- 
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| [performe them. Runne with repentance to 


thy fiancful hart which ſhould haue been the 


FF 


ſtemple, but through thy fault, was no beiter 
then a Tombe for Chriſt, fith hauing in thee 
no life to feele him, he ſeemed vato thee as if 


he had beene dead. Roule away the ſtone of 
thy former hardneſſe, remoue all the heauy 
loads that oppreſſe thee in ſinne, and loole 
into thy ſoule, whether thou canſt there find 
thy Lord. If he be not there within thee, ſtad 
weeping without; & lee bim in other crea - 
turcs; ſith being preſent in al, he may be found 
in any. Let fayth be thy eye, hope thy guide, 
andloue thy light. Secke him, and not his: 
for himſelfe, and not for his gifts. If y 
faith haue found him in a cloud, let thy hope 
lee ke to ſee him . If hope haue lead thee to fee 
him; let loue ſeeke further into him. To mol 
ue in thee a defire to ſind, his goods are preti⸗ 
dus: and when hei found, to keep thee in 4 
deſire to leeke, his treafures are infinite. Abſcut 
he at be ſougbi to be had; being had: b 
muſt de ſovght to he more enioyed . See him 
truely and fo other for him. 'Secke him pus 
rely; aud no other thing with him Seek big; 
only and nothing beſides him. And if at tha 
ſitſt ſcarch he appeare not, thinke it not muck 


to pcrſeucre in teates, & to continue thy frees 


L King 


158 S. Mary Magda en: 


king. Stand vpon the catth, treading vnder 
thee all earthly vanityes , and touchingthem 

with no more then the ſoles of thy fect, that + 
is with the loweſt & leaſt part of thy affecti- 


on. To lookethe better in the tombe, bow 
done thy necke to the yoke of humility, and 


ſtoup from lofty and proud conceits, that | 


with humbled and lowly lookes thou mayſt 
find, home ſwelling and haughty thoughts 
haue driuen away. A ſubmitted ſoule ſooneſt 
winneth his returne, and the deeper it ſin- 
keth in a ſelſe contempt, the higher itclimeth 
in his bigheſtfauours. And if thou perceaucſt 
in the Tombe of thy bart, the preſence; of his 
t mo firſt meſſengers, that is at the feet ſoxrow 


Ef che bad that is paſt, and at the head, deſire 
betterit hat is to come; interatin thẽ with 

& welleome them with penitent tears: 

yet reckoning them but as harbingers of thy 
Lord, ceaſe not thy ſecking till thou findeſt 
himſelfe. And if he. vouchſafe thge hit 
glorious fight, offering himſelfe to thy ins 
wardeys, preſume not of thy (clfc to he able 
teknow him; but at hi vaworthy ſuppliant 
proſtrate thy petitions vato him that cheg 


may eruly diſeerne him. and fay thfullꝝ ſerue 
him. Thus preparing thee. with, diligence, 
comming. with ſpeed, ſtanding with e! 


CY 
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lifted hopes, and ſtouping With inclined 
hart, if with B. Mary thou craueſt no other 


ſolace of leſus, but Ieſus himſelfe , he will an- 
ſwere thy teares with his preſence, and aſſure 
thee of his preſence with his owne wordes, 
| that hauing ſeene him thy ſelfe, thou mayſt 
make him knewneto others: ſaying with B. 
Mary, I haus ſcene our Lord, and theſe thinges be ſays 
v, Mes | 


Ne e e N d | 
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E 6 ignes of 4 that n my bucbing fuß 
Riſe from the ſeeling of my raging fits 
y hoſe toy annoyes, whoſe guerdon is digrace ; © 
VF hoſe ſolace flyes , whoſe ſorrow neuer flits. 
Badſeed | ſorn'd, worſe fruite i1 now my gaine, 
Soone dying mirth, begot long lining paine . 


Nom pleaſure ebbes revenge begins to flow, 
One day doth wreake the wrath that many wrought: 
Remorſe doth teaclim guilty thoughtes to know , 
How cheape I ſanid. ihat Chriſt ſo deerely bought . 
Fault long vnſelt doth conſcience noi bewray, 
VV hich care "wnſt cure, and te ares muſt wash away. 


All Ghoſt iy dynts that Grace at me did dart, 

Like ſtubborne rocke 1 forced to receyle; | 

To other flights an ayme I made my bart, ( fojle. | 

7 boſe wounds then welcome , now haue wrought my , 

- oe worth the bog, woe worth the Archers mobs , 
That draue ſuch arrewesto the marke ſo right . 

T6 
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To pull them out, to lea ue them in is death: 

One to this world; one to the worli ia come: 

VVounds may I weare, and draw à donbtſull breath: 

But then my wounds will worke a dread ſull dorme - 
And for 4 world whoſe pleaſures paſſe away, 
I loſe a world whoſe ioyes are paſi decay, 


© ſenſe.oſoule;0 hand, õ hopeſull bliſſe, 


Toa 1wooe . yon weaue nou draw , you drive me backe. 


Your croſſe encountring like their combat is, 
That neuer end, but with ſome deadly wrack . 


hen ſenſe doth winne , the ſoule doth looſethe field, 


And preſent haps make ſuture hopes to yield. 


O beauen lament , ſenſe robbeth thee of Saints, 
Lament 6 ſoules. ſenſe ſpoilethj you of Grace. 
Tet ſenſe doth ſcarce deſerue theſe hard complaints, 
Leue is the thiefe, ſenſe but the entring place, 
Tet graunt I muſt ſenſe is not free ſ10m ſinne, 
For thieſe he is, that thieſe admitti ch in. 


No Joy to line. 
J VP age no warre, yet peace 1 none cnioy, 
I hope, I ſeare, I fry in fret ⁊ ing cold, 
I mount in mirth , ſtill proſtrate in annoy , 
I all the world imbrace, vet nothing hold. 
All mealth is want where chieſeſt with es faile, 
Tea life is loath' d, where loue may net preuaile. 
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1060 No ioy to liue. 


For that I leue, I long, but that I lacke: 
That others loue I loath, and that I haue: 

Al worldly fraights to me are deadly wracke : 
Men preſent hap, I future hopes do craue. 

They louinę where they liue, long liſe require, 
To line where beſt 1 loue, death I deſirs. 
Heere lone is lent ſor loane, o filthy gayne! ; 
Moſt friends befriend themſelues with ſriendsbips them. 

Heere, plent yperill, want doth breed diſdaine, 

Cares common are ,toyes faulty thort and few. 
Heere honour enui d is, hetre meanes deſp1is'd. 
Sinne deemed ſolace, vertu little pri: d. 


Heere beauty is 4 batte that ſwallowed cboa bes, 
A treaſure ſought ſtill to the owners harmes : 
A light that eye to murdering sighs prouekes , 
A grace that ſoules enchants with mortall charmes: 
A luring arme to Cupid fiery flights, 
A balefull blifſe that damnes wheren delights 


O who would live ſo many deaths to try: 
VV ere will doth wish that wiſedome deth reproue; 
VV here nature craves that grace muſt needes deny; 
VP here ſenſe doth lthe that reaſon cannot loue: 
VVbere beſt in ahew, in finallproofe is worſt , 
Vybere pleaſures vps bot is to dis accurſt. 
| S. Mary 
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| I{deeming eye that ſlopeſt to the lure, 
Mg; mortall worths , not wortb ſe worthy leue , 

All beauies baſe all graces are impure , 

That dothe erring thought from God remove . 

| Sparkes to the fire , the beames yieldto the ſunne , 

Al jrace to God from whome all graces runne. 


If picture moue, more should thepatternepleaſe, 
No$haddev can with chaddeww thinges compare, 

And fayrefi abapes whereon our loues do ſeate, 

But filly fignes of Gods bigh beauties are, 

| Go flarning ſenſe feed thou en earthiy maſt , 

Trus loue in Heauen ſeeks thou il ſweet repaſt , 


Gleane not in harren ſeyle theſe offall eares, 
Sith reape thou maiſt whole barueſis of delight. 
Baſe ieyes withgrieſes bad hopes doc end in feares, 
Lewd loue with liſſe, all peace with deadly fight . 
Gods loue alone doth end with endleſſe eaſe, 
VV boſe ieyes in hope whoſe hope concludes in peace. 


Let not the luring tr eines of ſanſies trap, 

Or gracious featuresproefesoſnatures hill | 
Tull reaſons force aſleep in errors lap, | 
Or draw thy wit to bent ofwanten will; | 
The ſayreſt flowers, haue not the ſweeteſt ſmith, | 
A ſaeming heanen proves oft a damning bell. 


Selſe⸗ 


162. 8. MaryMagdalens traunces 


Selſe pleaſing ſoules that play with beauties 10510 Ry 
In sbyning sbrowd may ſwallow ſatal booke , 
Vybere eager ſight, or ſemblant faire doth waite , , 
A locke it proucs that firſt was but a looke; 

The fiuh with eaſe into the Net doth glide, 

But to get out, the way is not ſo wide. 


So Lang the ſlie doth daly with the flame , 

Fall ber ſinged winges do force ber fall, 

os long theeyedoth follow fanctesgame, 1 
Tillloue bath left the hart inbeauy thral; 

Soone may the mind be caſt in Cupids lah, A 

But hard it is impriſoned thoughts to be-. 


O loath that lone whoſe finall ayme i luſt, 
Moth of the mind, Eclypſeof reaſons light, 
The graue of grace, the mole of natures reſt ,. 
The rack of wit, the wrong of every right: - | 
In ſumme, an euill whoſe harmes no tongue can tel, 
In wh: to liue is death, to dye is bell. | 


S. Mary Magdalens farewell. | 


Et fickle fortune runne her blindeſt raſe, ] 
I ſetled haue my vuremoued min: 
1 ſcorne to be the game of ſancies chaſe , B y 
Or vanne to shew the change of enery wind, J“ 


Light giddy bumors ſtinted to m reſt, 


Still bange their chone, uy neuer al the bf 
ay 
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My choice mas guited by foreſigheſull heed, 

I was auerred with approuing wall , 

It shall be followed with performing deed: 

And ſeal d with vou, till deatb the chooſer bil, 
Tet death, though finall date of vaine deſires, 
Euds not my cherce which tith no time expirct. 


To beauties ſading bliſſe 1 am no tbral; 

I bury not my thoughts in mettail Mines, 

J ayme not at ſuch fame as ſeareth fall, 

I ſceke and fird a light that euer shine: 
VV hoſe glorious beames diſplay ſuch beaxenty ſights, 
As yield my ſonle a ſummeof all delights 


My light to laue, my loue to life doth guide, 

Toliſe that liues by loue, and lanet ligbt: 

By loue to one, to whom all loues are tide: 

Ey dueſt debt, and neuer equall right. : 
Eyes light, harts loue ſoules trueſt liſe be it, 
Conſerting in three tojes , one perſcct bliſſe. 


At home in Heauen . 


FE Aire ſoule hau long ahall veiles thy graces sbrows ? - 
How long sball this exile withhold ib right , 
Vhen will thy ſunne diſperſe this mortal cloud, 
And giue thy glorie ſcope to blaze their light, 
Oh that a ſtarre more fit ſor Angels ejes,. . 
Sheuld pyne in earth , not sbine aboue the skies,) = 
Ts | 15 Thi: 
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This gboſtiy beauty offered force to God, 

It chm a bim in the lankes of tender loue, 

It won hi will with man to make abode: * 

It flayd bis ſword, and did bis wrath remoue; 
It made the 11gor of bis uflice yield, 
and crowned mercy Empreſſe of the field. 


This lull dour heaneniy Sampſon faft a ſlecp 
Audlayd bim in our ſeetle Natures lap; 
This madę him vader mort all loade to creep, 
And in our flesh his God head to enwrap; 
This made bim ſoiourne with vs inexile, 
And not diſdaine our iytles in bis ſtile. 


This brought bim from the yankesof heauenly quires , 
Into this vale of teares ,and curſed ſole ; 
From flowersof grace into a world of bryers, 
From liſe to death , from bliſſe to balefull toyle. 
This made bim wander in our pilgrims weed , 
And tafle our tormens, 16 releeue our need. 


o ſoule , de not thy noble thoughts abaſe, 

To loſe thy lone in any montall wight : 

Content thive ee at home with natiue grace, 

$#ub Ged bimſelſe it rauitht with thy fight . 
If en thy beauty God enamonredle , 

Baſe is my lone of any leſſe then be. 
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Gine not aſſent to muddy minded skill, 

That deemes the ſeature of a pleaſing face, 

To be ſweeteſt baite to lure the will, 

Not valuing right the worth of ghoſily grace. 
Let Gods and Angels cenſure inne belieſe , 
That of all beauties iudge our ſoules the chieſe. 


— — 9 each 


Queens Heſter wasof rare and peereleſſe biew , 
And ſudith once ſor beauty bare the vaunt: 
But he that cen{d our ſoules endowments view, | 
yhould ſoone to ſoules the Crowne of beauty graunt. 
o ſoule out of thy ſelſe ſeeke God alone: 
G race more the thine, but Gods the world hath none 
Chriſts Natiuity. 
| B Ehold, the Father is his daughters ſonne: 
The bird that built the neſt is batch't ther 'n: 
The Old of Teares , an boure hath not out-ranne : | 
Eternalllife , toliue doth nom beginne. 
The word is dum, the mirth of heauen doth weep , 
Might ſeeble is, and force doth fainily creep. 


O dying ſoules be bold your lining ſpring; 

O dazeled eyes, behald your Sonne of grace; 

Dull eares attend what word this word doth bring: 

| Vp heauy harts, with toy your ioy imbrace . . 
From death, from dar be, ſrõdeaſenes, from deſpairs, 
This liſe, this laght, this word, this ioy repaires © F 

| Git 


168 Chriſts Natiuity. 
Giſt better then himſelfe God none doth know : 
Gift better then his God, no man can ſee; 
This gift doth heere the giver giuen beftow , 
Giſt to this giſt let each receauer be. 
God is my giſt himſelſe he freely gaue me, 
Gods gift am I, and none but God shall haue me. 


Man altered was by ſinne from man to beaſt , 
Beaſt: food is hay, hay is all mortall flesh, 
Now God is flelh and lyes in naunger preſt, 
As hay. the brutish ſinner to reſreah: 
O happy field wherein thy ſodder grew, 
VP hoſe taſte doth ys from be aft to men renew. 


Chriſts Childhood. 


Itwelne yeares age, bow Chriſt his childhood 
All earthly pens vuvortby were to write, (ſpent, 
Such acts to mortall eyes he did preſent , | 
VPhoſeworth, not men, but Angels muſt recite. 
No nature blots no childish faults defild , 
 VPhere grace was guide, and God did play the child. 


In ſpringing locks lay couchedhoary wit, 

In ſemblance young. a graue and aunc ent port 

In lowly lookes , gb maieſiy did fit : 

In tender tongue ſound ſenſe of ſageſiſert, 
Nature imparted all that she could teach, 


And God ſupply d, where nature could not reach. 
| His 
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His mirth , of modeſt meane a mirrour Was, 
His ſadneſſe, tempred with a mild aſpect: 
Hiseye totry each action was aglaſſe', 


yy boſe loo bes did good approoue, and bad correct: 


His natures giſts, his grace, his word, and deed, 
hell shews' that all did from a God proceed. 


The Chriſtians Manna. 


N Paſchal feaſt the end of ancient rite, 
An entrance mas to neuer fading grace: 
Types to the truth, dimme glamp(es to the lights 
Performing deed, preſaging ſignes did chaſe: 
Chrifts finall meale, was fountayne of our good , 
For mortall meate, be ꝑ aue immortall food . 


That which he gaue be was , opeereles giſt! | 

Beth God and man he was , and both be gaue. 

He in his bands himſelſe did truely lift: 

Farre off they ſee ,whom in themſelues they baue. 
Twelue did be ſeede , twelue did the feeder care: 
He made, he ireſt, he gaue, be was their meate. 


They ſaw 8 they beard. they felt him ſitting was wa? 


Vnſeene, vnfelt, vnheard, they him reccau 1 


No diners things, though diners eee, 
Though ſenſes fayle; get faith # not derta . 
Andif the wonder of the worte be ne: 
Belt eue the works , becauſe the wirdis true 


' Heere 
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Heere true belieſe of force inuiteth lous: 
So ſweet 4 truth lone neuer yet eniepde. 


V bat thought can thinks, what will doth beft approue, 


1s here attaynd, where no deſire is voyde * 
The grace, the ioy, the treaſure here is ſuch: 
No wit can wih, nor will imbrace ſo much. 


Selſe love here cannot craue , more then it findes: 
Ambition to no higber worth aſpire . 
The eagreſt famine of moſt bungry minde: 


May filt, yea farre exceed their owne defire. 5 


In ſumme, heres all, and that in ſumme expreſt: 
of much the moſt , of ener good tbe beſt. 


Heere to delight the wit, true wiſedome is: 
Te 1900 the will, of euer good the chance. 

For memory, 4 mirrour chewing bliſſe: 
Weres all that can both ſenſe and ſoule reicyce. 
Aiſ te al, all this it doth not bring, 

Thi fault is In the men, not in the thing . 


Thongh blind wen ſee no light , the ſunne doth sbine2 
Sweet cates are ſweete though ſomered taſts denyit « 
Pearles pretiens are theugh trodden on by ſine. 

Lach truth is trug.though all men do rot try it. 
Thebeft, fill to the bad doth wor be ibe worſt: 
Things bred te blifſe , doth make them more W 
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The Angels eyes, home veiles cannot deceaue, 
Might be$ diſcloſe, what beſt they do diſcerne . 
Men muſt with ſound, and ſilent ſaith receaue, 
More then they can by ſenſe of reaſon learne. 


Gods poter our prooſe, his workes our wu exceed: 


I be deen might is reaſon forbisdeed. 


A body is indued with ghofth rights: 
And na: ure werb from natures las is free. 
In heavenly ſunns lyes bidden eternal lights: 
Lights cleare and ner, yet tham us cye can ſee. ' 
. Dead forms a neuer dying life do throwde3 : 
4 boundlesſea lies in a little cle. 


The God of hoſtes in ſlender boſts doib doll: 


Tes God, and man withall to cyther due. 


rifled bets _ 


That God that rules the beanens, and 


\ That man whoſe death did vs toliſe renew. 


That Gad end man it is that Angelsbliſe: 4 1 
In ſerme eſ bread and wine our nouriure im. 


yybole may his boch be, in ſmalleft bread: 
yy hole in the whole, yea whole in euery crumme. 
yyith which be aue, or be ten thenſand ſadde: 
Allto each one, to all hut ons doth come. 
Aud though each one, as much 4s all rectans: 
Nor one tos much, nor Al too litile haue. 


276 * Manna. 


one ſoule in man is al in euery part, 
One face at onct in many glaſſesshines. 

One fearefull neyſe doth make «thouſand ſtart: 
One ene at once of countleſſe thinges defines, 
If proofe of one in many, nature frame , 

V / by may wot God much more performs the ane? 


God preſent i $54t once in gary place : tre 
Tet God in euery place is alwa)es one 
So ma) there be by Liſts of gboiily grace: 
One maniu mam roomes, yet filling none... -. 
Sub Angellt may effectsof bodyes al: 
God 9 gifts on IE he betas 


FPhat God Wenn mate, be Ok _— | 
| Nochanpeſo bard, as making all of nongbt. 

If Adam framed were of ſlimy clay: 1 
Bread may to Chriſts moſt ſacred fleb'be eronght 
Heffill dotb this, that made with mighty band, 
Of water wine 26 jnaks of __ wand. 
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